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EDITOR'S  PREFACE 


"DUMMY."  Did  you  ever  hear  that  word  used?  Of  course 
you  have,  especially  when  one  person  uses  it  in  speaking  of 
another.  I  have  often  heard  this  appellation  applied  to  the 
author  of  this  volume.  But  one  evening,  several  years  ago, 
two  of  my  acquaintances  bantered  me  to  take  them  for  a 
ride  through  the  night,  they  furnishing  the  "gas."  One  of 
these  acquaintances  was  the  "Dummy,"  as  we  familiarly 
called  him.  Their  offer  was  taken  and  enough  fuel  was  put 
into  the  tank  to  drive  us  about  a  hundred  miles.  The  three 
of  us  sat  in  the  front  seat  of  the  car,  with  "Dummy"  be- 
tween us.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  memorable  ride  for  me,  and 
thereby  hangs  a  tale  which  I  am  ready  to  share  with  you. 

On  that  trip  I  found  that  a  "Dummy"  may  be  far  more 
intelligent  than  an  average  person.  During  that  entire  ride 
of  over  a  hundred  miles,  my  new-found  friend  kept  reciting 
poem  after  poem — poems  by  the  dozen— poems  by  great 
authors,  some  with  which  I  was  familiar  through  reading, 
many  others  I  had  never  read  nor  heard.  And  finally,  this 
friend  began  to  recite  poems  of  his  own  composition,  and  I 
was  amazed  at  the  depth  of  his  knowledge. 

That  experience  awakened  my  interest.  And  for  the  past 
two  years  I  have  spent  nearly  all  my  spare  time  in  assisting 
"Dummy"  in  getting  his  poems  reduced  to  writing,  for  as 
you  may  have  guessed  by  now,  he  could  neither  see  nor 
hear.  This  has  been  a  slow,  laborious  process.  For,  during 
three  months  of  our  work,  not  one  word  was  passed  from  me 
to  him.  He  would  come  in  and  dictate  a  poem,  I  would  give 
him  a  sign  that  it  was  finished  and  he  would  return  home. 
Then  one  afternoon  we  started  working  on  a  touch  system  of 
communication  and  finally  spelled  out  the  alphabet.  From 
then  on,  a  new  world  was  opened  to  both  of  us. 

The  author  of  this  collection  of  poems,  George  Burnett 
Devine,  was  born  in  Miamisburg,  Ohio,  on  October  22,  1892. 
At  the  age  of  six  he  started  to  school  which  he  attended 
regularly  until  passing  the  fifth  grade.  At  this  time  it  was 
noticed  that  both  his  eyesight  and  hearing  were  failing.  Be- 
cause of  this  he  was  forced  to  quit  school  for  two  years. 
During  this  time  improvement  was  noticed  and  he  was  al- 
lowed to  return  to  school,  finishing  the  sixth  grade.  But  his 
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eyesight  and  hearing  were  rapidly  failing  and  he  was  again 
forced  to  forego  any  further  attempts  at  getting  an  educa- 
tion in  the  public  schools. 

He  secured  employment  which  would  not  require  keen 
eyesight  at  the  Bookwalter  Wheel  Company.  He  remained 
there  for  a  period  of  fifteen  years  when  the  company  ceased 
operation.  He  then  secured  employment  at  the  Miami  Foun- 
dry where  he  worked  for  twelve  years,  or  until  1932.  At  that 
time  his  hearing  was  completely  gone  and  eyesight  was 
practically  nil. 

But  "Burnie,"  as  we  now  know  him,  seemed  to  have  an- 
ticipated that  such  a  time  would  eventually  come  and  early 
in  life  seemed  to  have  acquired  almost  a  mania  for  reading. 
With  the  help  of  a  kind  librarian  at  the  public  library,  he 
had  read  practically  every  worth-while  volume  on  its  shelves. 
Biography  and  autobiography  were  read  by  the  dozen.  No 
less  than  fifty  volumes  on  Lincoln  alone  were  read,  to  say 
nothing  of  Theodore  Roosevelt,  Mark  Twain,  the  Essays  of 
Emerson,  and  hosts  of  others.  His  greatest  delight  was  in 
poetry.  In  addition  to  our  American  poets,  he  has  followed 
the  poets  of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland:  yes,  even  such 
authors  as  Aristotle  and  Virgil  of  Greece. 

His  great  inspiration  to  be  an  author  came  with  the  read- 
ing of  Longfellow's  "Psalm  of  Life"  and  "The  Day  is  Done." 
The  sweetest  music  playing  on  the  strings  of  his  heart  are  in 
the  last  two  quatrains  of  the  latter  poem.  In  those  lines  came 
the  hope  that  some  day,  he,  too,  could  do  something  worth 
while. 

He  believes  that  brevity  in  the  length  of  the  line  is  most 
essential,  especially  to  arrest  the  attention  of  most  people. 
And  also,  he  believes  in  expressing  his  thoughts  in  a  lan- 
guage which  most  people  ordinarily  use  and  understand. 

He  once  told  me,  too,  that  "When  I  write  a  poem,  I  al- 
ways keep  the  face  of  a  little  child  before  me,  then  I  do  not 
have  to  worry  about  saying  something  that  I  would  not  like 
every  member  of  a  family  to  read." 

I  must  not  fail  to  mention  "Burnie's"  remarkable  mem- 
ory. After  reading  a  poem  only  twice,  he  is  able  to  recite  it 
perfectly.  He  can  repeat  almost  word  for  word  conversations 
which  took  place  twenty  or  thirty  years  ago,  and  likes  noth- 
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ing  better  than  a  chat  with  an  old  friend  whom  he  knew 
"back  when." 

And  a  word  about  the  speed  with  which  he  composes  his 
verse.  The  group  '"Smilestones  of  Life,"  consisting  of  nine 
complete  poems,  was  written  within  a  week.  The  group 
"Poems  of  Gypsy  Land,"  consisting  of  four  complete  poems, 
was  written  in  as  many  days. 

Although  "Burnie"  has  not  heard  the  sound  of  the  human 
voice  in  many  years,  he  still  retains  the  ability  to  speak  in  a 
voice  that  js  even  in  tone  and  with  fair  modulation.  This 
has  improved  rapidly  in  the  past  few  months,  due  to  an 
effort  being  put  forth  by  him  in  that  direction. 

Great  artists  in  their  mind  see  the  beautiful  statue  before 
removing  the  first  chip;  great  painters  see  the  finished  pic- 
ture before  the  first  stroke  of  their  brush;  likewise,  the 
author  sees  his  complete  poem  before  starting  composition. 
Yes,  Burnie  sees  even  the  effect  of  a  poem  upon  his  audience. 

When  an  humble  citizen  enriches  his  mind  as  this  author 
has  done,  it  makes  one  think  of  that  great  beatitude  of  the 
Master  of  All,  "Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall 
see  God." 

Dr.  Glenn  H.  Snyder. 
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AN  EXPLANATION 


A  rhymster  is  a  feller 

With  a  funny  kind  of  brain, 

That  links  the  words  together 
Like  a  smithy  welds  a  chain. 

And,  like  the  chain,  they  rattle, 
Or  else  they  cling  or  clang, 

But  they  do  a  sort  of  something 
That  makes  your  heartstrings  twang. 

They  make  you  feel  so  funny, 

Though  you  cannot  say  just  what, 

Your  throat  gets  sort  o'  lumpy, 
Or  else  your  eyes  get  hot. 

Like  when  you're  feelin'  blooie, 
With  a  toothache  or  a  pain, 

He  says,  "G'wan  an'  smile,  you  bum, 
Your  luck  will  change  again!" 

He  surely  is  the  limit, 

That  doggoned  rhymster  guy, 
He  tells  you  lots  of  funnies 

'Cause  he  hates  to  see  you  cry. 

So,  when  you  read  his  verses, 

Please  keep  this  thought  the  while. 

The  rhymster  may  not  be  so  hot 
But  he  likes  to  see  you  smile. 


AN  EXPLANATION 

A  rhymster  is  a  felier 

With  a  funny  kind  of  brain. 

That  links  the  words'  together 
Like  a  smithy  welds  a  chain. 

And,  like  the  chain,  they  rattle, 
Or  else  they  cling  or  clang, 

But  they  do  a  sort  of  something 
That  makes  your  heartstrings  twang. 

They  make  you  feel  so  funny, 

Though  you  cannot  say  just  what, 

Your  throat  gets  sort  o'  lumpy. 
Or  else  your  eyes  get  hot. 

Like  when  you're  feelin'  blooie, 
With  a  toothache  or  a  pain, 

He  says,  "G'wan  an'  smile,  you  bum. 
Your  luck  will  change  again!" 

He  surely  is  the  limit, 

That  doggoned  rhymster  guy. 
Ke  tells  you  lots  of  funnies 

'Cause  he  hates  to  see  you  cry. 

So,  when  you  read  his  verses, 

Please  keep  this  thought  the  while. 

The  rhymster  may  not  be  so  hot 
But  he  likes  to  see  you  smile. 
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The  Author 


AUTHOR'S  PREFACE 


Having  been  forced  to  live  an  exile  in  a  world  of  silence, 
barred  from  any  ordinary  sound,  including  that  of  the  hu- 
man voice,  I  was  thrown  upon  my  own  resources  for  amuse- 
ment and  while  away  many  a  lonely  hour  composing  verse. 
But  only  recently  have  I  ever  put  any  of  my  compositions 
on  paper,  and  then  only  for  the  amusement  of  my  friends, 
who  were  so  favorably  impressed  by  them  (?)  that  I  was 
encouraged  to  continue  the  practice. 

However,  I  realize  my  lack  of  education  and  many  of  the 
requisites  that  are  assets  to  the  true  writer  and  I  do  not  lay 
claim  to  any  sort  of  literary  talent.  Really,  I  am  just  your 
old  friend  "Burnie,"  trying  to  run  a  combination  merry-go- 
round  and  brass  band  with  muffler  attachments  and  not  go 
haywire.  Wish  me  luck. 

I  wish  to  list  the  names  of  those  who  were  most  to  blame 
for  my  writing  verse  and  the  publication  of  my  book.  They 
are  as  follows: 

Mr.  Elwood  Zangelein,  whose  kindly  assistance  was  in- 
valuable in  the  early  days  of  my  writing.  Elwood  pushed 
the  pencil  for  me. 

Mr.  William  Cull,  now  deceased,  whose  sparkling  wit  and 
merry  manner  was  a  joy  and  inspiration  in  my  younger  days. 
He  was  my  hero! 

Miss  Bertha  Kinder,  who  was  my  first  grade  teacher, 
she  taught  me  my  "A  B  C's";  she  supplied  the  tools. 

Miss  Clara  Shuler,  librarian  of  the  Miamisburg  Public 
Library,  whose  kindly  guidance  in  the  selection  of  good 
books  did  me  no  good,  I  went  from  bad  to  verse.  But  she 
did  the  best  she  could.  Could  I  ask  more? 

Mr.  Paul  O.  Satterfield,  whose  friendly  encouragement 
and  publication  of  my  verse  in  the  "News"  caused  me  to 
continue  the  practice,  "Chip"  egged  me  on. 

Mr.  Charles  Eicher,  who  assisted  so  kindly  in  the  writing 
of  the  editor's  preface. 

And  last,  but  not  least,  Dr.  Glenn  Snyder,  whose  kindly 
assistance  and  untiring  labor  made  the  book  possible,  "Doc" 
done  the  dirty  work. 
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SMILE  AWHILE 


It's  hard  to  lose  the  game,  old  pal, 
When  you've  tried  so  hard  to  win; 

It's  harder  still,  it's  very  hard 
To  miss  the  goal — and  grin. 

It's  hard  when  hopes  go  glimmering 
When  all  seemed  bright  and  clear; 

It's  harder  still  to  see  them  go — 
Without  a  sigh  or  tear% 

It's  hard  to  dream  a  lovely  dream 

That  seems  so  sweet  and  fair; 
It's  harder  still  to  see  it  go — 

And  yet  not  seem  to  care. 

But  though  your  dreams  are  blighted 

And  all  your  hopes  seem  vain; 
Smile  awhile  for  after  while 
Your  luck  may  change  again. 

Your  old  friend, 

Burnie. 
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J  wish  to  dedicate  this  book,  using  the  following  poem 


TO  MY  MOTHER 

Mother,  dear,  sweet  mother, 
Your  name  in  verse  I  sing! 

To  you  all  honor  give, 
To  you  all  praises  bring! 

With  tender  smile  and  loving  care, 
And  voice  that's  soft  and  sweet, 

With  wise  advice  you  seek  to  guide 
Your  children's  faltering  feet. 

No  rich  reward  you  seek,  my  dear, 

No  laurels  bright  and  gay; 
No  boon  you  ask  the  world  to  give, 

No  crown  of  jewels,  no  pay. 

But  still  you  pray  from  day  to  day, 
Your  child  may  live  and  thrive; 

And  follow  Him  who  lived  and  died 
To  save  the  souls  of  those  who  strive. 

It's  fine  to  win  the  world's  applause, 
And  be  known  as  friend  and  brother; 

But  the  highest  aim  in  life,  I  think, 
Is  keeping  the  faith  with  Mother. 


BOYHOOD  REMINISCENCES 


Memories  and  anticipations  are  the  golden  links  in  life's 
varied  chain.  May  your  memories  be  pleasant  and  your  an- 
ticipations not  in  vain.  Thus  will  the  chain  play  a  glad  re- 
frain, and  not  be  an  aching,  chafing  pain. 


US  KIDS 


Us  kids  was  borned  in  a  country  town,  back  in  the  early 
nineties;  all  of  us  had  chores  to  do  and  many  kinds  of  doot- 
ies.  One  kid  had  to  chop  the  wood,  and  one  to  milk  the  cow; 
an'  one  would  work  around  the  house,  an'  one  to  steer  the 
plow. 

One  kid  worked  in  the  blacksmith  shop,  an'  one  in  a 
grocery  store;  an'  one  worked  in  the  bak'ry  shop,  an'  one 
who  swept  the  floor.  One  kid  worked  in  a  dry  goods  store, 
and,  excuse  me,  ah-ker-choo,  an'  one  worked  in  the  butcher 
shop;  which  of  them  was  you? 

We  didn't  run  around  at  night,  an'  we  didn't  stay  up  late; 
an'  we  et  our  meals  three  times  a  day  from  off  a  busted 
plate.  Our  maws  and  paws  was  kind  o'  strict  and  didn't  have 
much  schooling  but  always  told  us  what  was  what,  arT 
wouldn't  stand  no  foolin'. 

THE  BLACKSMITH  KID 
The  blacksmith  kid,  we  called  him  "Flies,"  was  sure  a 
rowdy  guy;  he  walked  around  the  old  sand  lot  and  smashed 
us  in  the  eye.  He  said  he'd  be  a  fighter,  an'  win  a  cham- 
pionship, an'  if  we  didn't  want  to  die — don't  hand  him  back 
no  lip. 

He  surely  was  a  rough  one  with  great  big  bones  and 
muscle;  an'  often  sassed  the  smithy  back  when  he  told  the 
kid  to  hustle.  He  got  so  awful  tough  and  mean  the  smithy 
soon  got  tired;  an'  told  the  kid  he  wouldn't  do  and  so  the 
kid  got  fired. 

Today  he's  shovelin'  for  his  grub  an'  doesn't  talk  so  loud; 
'cause  there's  signs  around  the  place  that  talkin's  not  al- 
lowed. 

A  STORY  ABOUT  HIKKERNUTS 
Us  kids  went  a-huntin'  for  some  good  old  hikkernuts;  we 
roamed  around  the  country  and  got  all  full  o'  cuts.  The 
barbed  wire  fences  tore  our  pants  and  briars  got  in  our  hair ; 
the  sticker  burrs  were  sumpin'  fierce  and  our  coats  got  full 
o'  tears. 

One  kid  flopped  into  a  creek  and  one  fell  out  a  tree;  an' 
one  got  stuck  in  a  hole  o'  mud — an'  that  there  one  was  me. 
A  farmer  told  us  to  get  out,  he  'lowed  no  kids,  by  gander; 
an'  if  we  wanted  hikkernuts  to  go  some  place  down  yander. 
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We  hunted  up  an7  down  the  hills  and  through  the  woods 
and  stickers;  and  all  that  any  kid  could  find  was  just  them 
doggoned  jiggers. 

THE  GROCERY  KID 
The  grocery  kid,  we  called  him  "Beans,"  he  was  kind  o' 
short  o'  brains;  his  ears  was  kind  o'  floppy  and  full  o' 
growin'  pains.  He  drove  the  grocery  wagon,  the  horse's 
name  was  "Bob";  an'  all  them  two  would  ever  do  was  loaf 
upon  the  job. 

An'  once  he  had  an  upset  an'  spilled  the  fancy  eats;  an' 
apples  rolled  around  the  ground  all  mixed  up  with  corn  and 
beets.  Mr.  Cans,  the  grocer,  was  awful  doggoned  sore;  an' 
said  he  'lowed  that  Beans  had  sense  but  he  knowed  the 
horse  had  more. 

"Beans"  now  owns  the  grocery  and  has  a  lot  of  trade;  and 
sells  you  anything  you  want  from  eats  to  garden  spade. 

A  FISHIN'  STORY 
Us  kids  would  go  a-fishin',  perhaps  get  in  a  fight;  but 
when  it  came  to  fishin'  we'd  never  get  a  bite.  One  kid 
would  bust  his  fishin'  pole,  an'  one  would  break  his  line;  an' 
one  would  lose  the  fishin'  hooks — an'  some  o'  them  was 
mine. 

We'd  get  into  an  argument  an'  roll  around  the  shore;  an' 
pretty  soon  we'd  all  fall  in  which  would  make  the  fishes  sore. 
We'd  hang  our  clothes  upon  a  limb  to  dry  'em  in  the  sun; 
an'  then  we'd  all  go  swimmin'  which  was  a  lot  more  fun. 

We'd  start  for  home  at  sundown  with  trailin'  hook  and 
line;  and  when  they'd  ask  about  the  fishin'  we'd  say  the 
fish  was  fine. 

THE  BAKER  BOY 

The  baker  boy  was  known  as  "Crust,"  an'  he  surely  had 
his  nerve;  he  claimed  he  was  a  pitcher  an'  had  a  fast  out- 
curve.  We  put  him  in  the  pitcher's  box,  he  was  an  awful  pill ; 
the  first  one  that  he  put  acrost — I  think  is  going  still. 

The  butcher  boy  was  at  the  plate,  he  smacked  it  just  for 
fun ;  an'  when  he  stopped  a-runnin'  we'd  scored  a  nice  home- 
run.  Crusty  claimed  his  foot  had  slipped  but  now  he'd  do 
his  stuff;  he  put  acrost  a  slow  one — an'  that  was  sure 
enough. 
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The  rooters  howled  like  sixty,  "Take  him  out,  he's  wild!" 
The  poor  fish  could  not  see  the  plate,  they  sure  was  gettin' 
riled.  And  Crusty  hollered  back  "You  bet!"  He  said  they 
was  the  same;  he  threw  the  ball  into  the  creek  which  ended 
that  there  game. 

THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE 

There  was  a  terrible  haunted  house  down  along  the  river, 
and  just  one  look  at  that  there  place  would  make  your  back- 
bone shiwer.  They  said  that  once  upon  a  time  a  feller  kilt 
his  wife;  and  then  he  cut  his  gizzard  out  with  a  great  big 
butcher  knife. 

And  then  when  nights  were  dark  and  wet,  you  could  hear 
that  woman  scream;  and  if  you  ever  heard  her  yell  you'd 
have  an  awful  dream.  Us  kids  went  prowlin'  'round  the  place 
but  didn't  get  too  clost,  for  there  never  was  no  tellin'  when 
you'd  chance  to  see  a  ghost. 

The  winders  all  was  busted  and  weeds  grew  by  the  door ; 
this  was  partly  opened  and  there  was  plaster  on  the  floor. 
"Red"  said  he  wasn't  scairt  and  "Flies,"  he  said  he  wasn't 
neither;  an'  Puddie  said  "Go  on  inside!"  But  neither  one 
would  either. 

But  Puddie  went  up  to  the  door  and  stepped  inside  the 
room;  an'  Crusty  threw  a  brick  upstairs  and  everything 
went  "Boom-m-m."  A  lot  of  plaster  fell  on  Pudd,  he  was  an 
awful  sight ;  cause  when  he  came  back  to  the  door  he  was  so 
scairt  and  white. 

Oh,  my  gosh!  How  we  did  run,  he  looked  just  like  a  ghost! 
We  skipped  a  mile  in  sixty  flat — and  that  there  ain't  no 
boast. 

THE  BUTCHER  BOY 

The  butcher  boy,  we  called  him  "Pudd",  a  great  big  jolly 
boy;  he  always  laughed  at  everything  and  ha-ha-ha-ed  with 
joy.  He  often  got  his  orders  mixed,  it  only  made  him  laugh; 
he  often  gave  you  chunks  of  pork  when  you  had  ordered 
calf. 

And  if  a  lady  asked  for  brains,  he'd  say  "the  boss  is  out"; 
an'  if  you  kicked  about  the  fat  he'd  say  "The  pigs  were 
stout."  A  kid  came  in  an'  asked  for  Pudd,  he  said  he  wanted 
ham;  but  Pudd  got  mixed  up  in  the  cut  and  gave  him  breast 
of  lamb. 
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The  butcher  was  a  friendly  guy  and  thought  the  kid  real 
good;  and  when  he  died  he  left  a  dime  to  great  big  jolly 

Pudd.  HOPPIN'  WAGONS 

Us  kids  would  hop  the  wagons  as  they  rolled  around  the 
town;  an'  sometimes  we'd  get  a  flop  and  land  upon  the 
ground.  We'd  bust  both  our  elbows  or  maybe  bark  our  right 
hind  shin;  an'  when  we'd  stop  a-rollin'  we'd  be  sittin'  on 
our  chin. 

The  tiny  wagons  went  too  fast,  the  drivers  had  no  heart; 
they'd  flick  us  with  the  buggy  whip  and  thought  that  they 
was  smart.  The  farmer's  wagons  was  the  best,  they  always 
went  so  slow;  the  beds  was  big  an'  roomy  an'  sittin'  nice  an' 
low. 

We  always  liked  the  ice  wagon,  the  driver  was  a  gent;  an' 
always  rode  a  couple  kids  no  matter  where  he  went.  The 
sprinklin'  cart  was  not  so  hot,  you'd  get  too  awful  wet;  an' 
when  you  got  back  home  it  was — "And  don't  you  dare  for- 
get." 

But  talk  about  excitement — when  a  horse  would  run 
away!  an'  everybody  run  outside — that  was  a  perfect  day! 

"RED" 

Red  was  sure  a  scrappy  guy,  with  freckles  on  his  nose;  he 
wore  an  old  and  battered  cap  and  sloppy,  floppy  clothes.  He 
would  always  talk  of  fightin'  an'  would  get  in  lots  of  fights 
—about  a  game  of  marbles,  or  maybe  flyin'  kites. 

His  Pa  was  boss  of  the  section  gang  and  handled  men  and 
gear;  and  "Red"  was  gonna  follow  Pa  an'  be  railroad  en- 
gineer. He  often  told  us  what  he'd  do  if  hold-ups  stop't  his 
train;  he'd  sock  'em  with  a  monkey  wrench  an'  they'd  not 
try  it  again. 

But  "Red"  was  just  a  lot  of  wind — his  head  was  full  o' 

notions;  he  never  was  an  engineer,  but  just  went  through 

the  motions.  He's  working  in  a  barber  shop  to  earn  his  daily 

bread;  he  talks  a  lot  while  working  and  bumps  the  clipper 

on  your  head.   _  T„ 

J  THE  CIRCUS 

One  glorious  day  in  summer  the  circus  came  to  town,  with 
an  awful  lot  of  racket  and  a  funny  circus  clown.  We  snuck 
into  the  big- top  an'  got  some  dandy  seats;  an'  then  we 
bought  some  pop-corn  an'  other  fancy  eats. 


I  et  a  lot  o'  hot  dogs  and  sticky  'lasses  candy;  an'  after 
drinking  lots  o'  pop  I  didn't  feel  so  dandy.  My  stomach  sure 
was  out  of  whack,  my  head  was  goin;  'round;  I  felt  so  aw- 
ful doggoned  bad  I  sat  upon  the  ground. 

The  other  kids  was  also  sick,  they  all  was  lookin'  punk; 
their  faces  all  was  kind  o'  white  and  their  gizzards  all  was 
sunk.  I  don't  know  how  we  got  back  home,  everything  was 
gray;  and  that  is  all  that  I  recall  of  that  there  circus  day. 

THE  OUT  O'  TOWNER 

An  out  o'  towner  came  to  town  to  visit  with  his  aunts; 
his  home  was  in  the  city  and  he  wore  some  fancy  pants.  His 
clothes  was  kind  o'  sissy,  he  dressed  up  like  a  dude;  he 
didn't  chew  terbaccer  but  lived  on  breakfast  food. 

He  bragged  about  the  city,  he  yipped  about  his  school;  he 
blowed  about  his  travels  and  he  acted  like  a  fool.  We  took 
him  'long  a-swimmin' — he  had  a  bathin'  suit;  an'  all  the 
kids,  they  haw-haw-haw-ed,  they  thought  he  looked  so  cute. 

We'd  throw  him  in  the  water  to  see  if  he  could  swim;  he 
just  splashed  around  and  hollered,  then  we'd  throw  a  plank 
to  him.  He  talked  about  his  fightin',  "Red"  smacked  him  in 
the  eye;  he  hollered  like  a  baby,  he  thought  that  he  would 
die. 

He  couldn't  eat  green  apples,  they  made  his  stomach  ache; 
but  could  play  a  grand  pianner  and  not  make  no  mistake. 
He  stuck  around  for  near  a  month  and  then  he  took  the 
train ;  he  said  that  he  was  comin'  back,  but  ne'er  showed  up 
again. 

THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  PICNIC 

Us  kids  went  to  a  picnic  held  by  our  Sunday  School ;  'way 
out  in  the  country  clost  to  a  swimmin'  pool.  An'  Red  an' 
Flies  got  in  a  scrap  and  fell  into  the  drink;  and  Puddie 
hollered  "Help!  Help!  Help!  I  think  I'm  goin'  to  sink!" 

A  lot  of  folks  came  runnin'  up  and  some  of  them  fell  in; 
an'  when  we  tried  to  fish  'em  out  the  fun  sure  did  begin.  A 
fat  girl  pulled  the  deacon  in  when  the  poor  guy  tried  to 
reach  her;  an'  one  old  lady  fainted  when  a  pug  dog  bit  the 
preacher. 

Us  kids,  we  roll'd  around  the  ground  and  laughed  till  we 
was  sick;  an'  always  thought  in  after  years  that  that  was 
some  picnic. 
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THE  OLD  WOODSHED 


In  the  maze  of  years  that  are  fading. 

When  most  of  us  were  young, 
There  flourished  a  ghastly  institution 

Whose  horrors  have  never  been  sung. 

You  found  it  in  all  habitations, 

Unpainted,  unsightly  and  dreer; 
Constructed  of  boards  and  of  knot-holes, 

And  viewed  by  the  youngsters  with  fear. 

Considered  a  slave-hole  and  a  night-mare, 
An  inquisition  of  the  American  boy; 

Its  passing  was  greeted  with  rapture, 
And  expressions  of  gladness  and  joy. 

Oh!  how  we  loathed  that  abominable  structure, 
With  a  loathing  deep  and  unrestrained; 

Blighter  of  dreams  and  of  pleasures, 
Wrecker  of  goals  unattained. 

It  routed  you  out  of  bed  early, 
And  eating  your  bacon  and  mush; 

You  heard  the  voice  of  your  mother 
In  an  awful  and  breath-taking  hush. 

"Right  after  you  finish  your  breakfast 
March  to  the  woodshed,  young  man; 

Chop  some  wood  and  some  kindling, 
And  don't  sneak  away,  understand?" 

While  toiling  at  the  unwelcome  labor, 

You  thought  of  running  away; 
Of  joining  the  army  or  navy, 

And  returning  a  colonel  some  day. 

A  trapeeze  was  rigged  up  for  performing, 
The  rope  broke,  so  did  your  arm; 

And  you  wished  that  that  awful  woodshed 
Was  out  on  somebody's  farm. 
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And  barefoot  boys  with  cheeks  of  tan, 
Got  tanned  behind  the  door  ; 

When  father  "swung  the  leather,11 
As  he'd  often  done  before. 

In  years  that  are  swiftly  changing, 
The  old  woodshed  is  passing  away; 

And  there  isn't  a  boy  in  the  nation 
Who  wishes  the  woodshed  would  stay. 


PASS  THE  TATERS 

While  sitting  at  the  table,  pal, 

When  you  was  just  a  kid, 
Remember  how  your  pop  would  say: 

"You  can't  cook  like  mother  did!" 

My  gosh!  We'd  nearly  drop  our  knife! 

What  the  heck's  got  into  pop? 
Why,  these  here  eats  are  simply  great, 

From  steaming  spuds  to  juicy  chop. 

You'd  listen  with  your  mouth  ajar 

As  Pop  would  tell  the  tale, 
Of  how  his  mother  used  to  cook 

The  tender  chicken,  goose  and  quail. 

You'd  turn  your  eyes  upon  your  Mom, 
Whose  eats  you  always  did  adore; 

She  never  seemed  to  be  impressed, 
She'd  often  heard  that  tale  before. 

"Yes,  children,  from  what  your  father  says, 
Your  grandma  must  have  been  a  wow, 

In  working  with  the  pots  and  pans 
In  fixin'  up  the  fam'ly  chow. 

"Oh  yes,  he  liked  your  grandma's  eats 

When  he  was  just  a  kid; 
He  also  heard  your  grandpa  say: 

'You  can't  cook  like  my  mother  did!'  " 
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HEY,  MA! 


There's  a  most  perplexin'  question 

'Causin'  boys  so  much  dismay, 
Just  what  becomes  of  everything 

Their  Ma's  have  put  away. 

Remember  gang,  when  we  was  kids, 

We  couldn't  find  a  thing? 
And  how  our  marbles  disappeared, 

As  well  as  top  and  string? 

Our  ketchin'  glove  was  missin' 

And  so  was  ball  and  bat; 
The  fish  hooks  simply  wasn't  there, 

Nor  was  our  cowboy  hat. 

"Hey,  Ma!"  we'd  holler,  "Where's  my  knife? 

I  had  it  only  yesterday!" 
And  Ma  would  say  she  didn't  know, 

She'd  put  the  thing  away. 

That's  the  way  it  always  was, 

Mornin',  noon,  an'  night; 
You  couldn't  keep  a  doggoned  thing, 

It  just  skipped  out  of  sight. 

We'd  rummage  'round  about  the  house, 

And  raise  an  awful  howl; 
But  all  that  Ma  could  ever  find 

Was  just  the  soap  an'  towel. 

And  though  we've  grown  to  man's  estate, 

It's  still  the  same  today; 
A  blood-hound  couldn't  find  his  nose 

When  Ma  puts  things  away. 
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FOOT  PRINTS 


Days  of  boyhood  oft'  remind  us, 
With  our  dirty  little  mugs, 

Of  how  we'd  leave  behind  us 

Foot  prints  on  the  Brussel's  rugs. 

How  our  Ma  would  loudly  holler: 
"Go  wipe  your  dirty  feet! 

Just  look  at  them  there  carpets, 
I  never  saw  the  beat! 

"I've  told  you  times  unnumbered, 
To  always  clean  your  shoes 

Before  you  come  into  the  house; 
I  think  I'll  die  of  blues! 

"I  nearly  work  myself  to  death 
Cleaning  mud  up  after  you; 

Then  you  track  it  in  again, 
Your  daddy  does  it,  too. 

"Now  listen  here  to  me,  young  man, 

You  do  that  trick  again; 
And  I  will  slap  you  good  and  hard! 

You're  driving  me  insane! 

"Bringing  up  a  dozen  girls 
Would  be  comparative  joy 

To  all  the  work  and  worry 
Of  bringing  up  one  boy." 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL  (1897-1903) 

Of  all  the  pleasant  memories 
That  fill  my  heart  with  joy, 

The  best  are  those  of  Sunday  School 
When  I  was  just  a  boy. 

I  had  the  nicest  teachers 
Who  told  me  wondrous  tales 

About  the  Christ  Child,  Jesus, 
And  His  love  that  never  fails. 
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One  of  these  was  Mary  Kinder, 

She  was  so  nice  to  me; 
And  told  about  the  Saviour 

On  the  Sea  of  Galilee. 

And  Mrs.  Treon,  bless  her  heart, 

Told  of  sins  forgiven; 
And  how  we'd  know  each  other  there 

When  we'd  gone  to  Heaven. 

Our  superintendent  was  so  fine, 

William  T.  McKnight; 
He  told  us  to  be  kind  and  true, 

And  keep  our  footsteps  right. 

And  when  the  study  hour  was  over, 
My  heart  was  light  and  winging; 

For  Mr.  James  A.  Kauffman 
Would  lead  us  in  the  singing. 

How  I'd  love  to  hear  them  singing: 

"Angels  to  beckon  me,  nearer  to  Thee," 

And  most  of  them  who  sang  it, 
Are,  "Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee." 


LICKIN'S 

When  your  thoughts  turn  gently  backwards 

To  them  days  of  long  ago, 
Don't  forget  them  good  old  lickin's 

When  our  Ma's  would  mix  the  dough. 

We  were  only  little  puppies 

And  be  snoozin'  in  the  hay; 
And  we'd  get  a  sniff  of  cookin' 

"Oh,  boy!  It's  bakin'  day!" 

We'd  do  a  bit  o'  grumblin' 

While  totin'  in  the  coal; 
But  we  wasn't  sayin'  nothin' 

When  we'd  get  the  mixin'  bowl. 


It  might  be  lemon  custard, 

Or  maybe  choc'lit  cake; 
But  them  surely  were  the  lickin's 

Our  Ma's  knowed  how  to  make. 

I've  et  some  fancy  groceries. 

Since  I  was  just  a  kid; 
But  they  didn't  taste  as  tasty 

As  them  good  old  lickin's  did. 

HELPFUL  HINTS 

One  thing  that  burned  a  feller  up, 
When  he  was  just  a  kid, 

Was  have  his  Ma  a-bossin'  'round 
On  everything  he  did. 

No  matter  what  the  chore  might  be. 
She  always  told  you  how; 

Don't  do  this  and  don't  do  that, 
And  "Be  sure  you  do  it  now! " 

It  nearly  drove  you  crazy, 

You  thought  that  you  would  bust; 
To  have  your  Ma  a-yellin' 

"Don't  raise  a  lot  of  dust!" 

You  also  liked  to  have  her  'round 
When  you  was  pullin'  weeds; 

And  have  her  gently  caution  you, 
"Don't  tramp  upon  the  seeds!" 

You'd  holler  like  the  dickens 

It  didn't  do  no  good; 
Your  Ma  would  even  tell  a  guy 

Just  how  to  chop  the  wood. 

Doin'  work  is  bad  enough, 
(Ladies,  please  take  note) 

But  with  a  woman  bossin'  'round. 
It  sure  gets  a  feller's  goat. 


THE  SPRINKLIN'  CART 


When  you're  tryin'  to  be  happy, 
And  fill  your  heart  with  joy; 

Why  not  recall  the  pleasures 
When  you  were  just  a  boy. 

Them  really  was  the  happy  days, 

I  think  you  will  agree; 
When  we  walked  the  high  board  fences, 

Or  fell  out  the  apple  tree. 

And  how  we'd  wade  the  gutters 

After  every  heavy  rain; 
And  watch  the  muddy  water 

As  it  swirled  around  the  drain. 

Or  when  the  sun  was  beatin'  down, 

Oh  boy,  it  was  a  treat, 
To  see  the  creakin'  sprinklin'  cart 

Come  lumberin'  down  the  street. 

We'd  roll  our  pants  up  to  our  chins, 

And  trail  behind  the  cart; 
Those  squirting  streams  of  silver  spray 

Sure  cooled  a  feller's  heart. 

Then  a  guy  would  shove  you  in 

An'  get  you  soakin'  wet; 
And  when  our  mothers  saw  us,  pal, 

I  guess  we'll  not  forget. 

PLANNING  THE  FUTURE 

When  I  was  just  a  little  boy 
An'  Ma  would  tan  my  hide; 

I'd  get  my  little  doggie 
And  to  it  I  would  confide. 

"We'll  get  up  in  the  morning 
And  hit  it  for  the  West; 

I'm  sick  an'  tired  of  everything, 
We'll  give  this  burg  a  rest. 
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"We'll  build  a  little  cabin 
Clost  to  a  swimmin'  pool; 

There  won't  be  any  wash  rags, 
And  there  won't  be  any  school. 

"There  won't  be  any  errands, 
And  there  won't  be  any  girls, 

To  tattle  on  a  feller 

An'  git  sand  in  their  curls. 

"I'll  smoke  my  pipe,  you  bet  you, 
An'  you  can  have  the  fleas; 

We'll  hunt  for  bear  an'  possum, 
And  we'll  fight  the  bumble  bees. 

"We  can  waller  'round  the  river 
For  days  and  months  and  years; 

An'  no  one  'round  to  holler 
'Go  wash  your  neck  and  ears!' 

"We'll  find  a  great  big  fortune 
And  buy  some  choo-choo  cars; 

An'  you  can  have  a  collar, 

An'  I'll  smoke  big  black  cigars." 

And  so  on,  and  so  on,  and  so  on, 

Life  will  be  just  fine; 
For  a  faithful  little  doggie 

And  a  little  boy  of  nine. 


SNICKERS  AND  KNICKERS 

Grown-ups  sure  strike  me  funny, 
They  say  such  silly  things; 

Like  when  a  feller  bumps  his  head 
And  fills  it  full  of  rings. 

Some  one  will  holler,  "Don't  you  cry! 

That  didn't  hurt  at  all!" 
They  tap  themselves  upon  the  bean, 

"You  see,  I  didn't  bawl." 
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Oh  no,  they  didn't  raise  a  howl, 

They  wasn't  even  hurt; 
But  if  they'd  got  it  where  I  did 

They'd  want  to  bite  the  dirt. 

A  kid  don't  get  a  break  at  all, 

He's  got  to  stand  the  gaff; 
No  matter  if  he  kilt  himself, 

He  still  has  got  to  laugh. 

For  if  he  hollered  like  his  Pa, 
When  he  bumps  his  sacred  shin, 

The  world  would  think  the  kid  was  queer, 
Gosh,  I  sure  do  gotta  grin. 


THE  CATTERPILLER  EXPRESS 

When  thinking  of  your  early  days, 
Do  you,  my  friend,  recall 

How  you  had  to  run  a  errand 
And  forego  a  game  of  ball? 

You  was  so  awful  doggoned  tired, 
You  could  hardly  drag  your  feet; 

It  didn't  make  no  difference, 
You  had  to  get  that  meat! 

Or  maybe  you  was  practicin' 

To  walk  a  shaky  rope; 
Then,  by  gosh,  you  had  to  quit 

And  get  your  Ma  some  soap! 

Or  maybe  you  was  diggin'  bait, 

Or,  workin'  on  a  top; 
Then  you'd  hear  your  mother  yell; 

"Here,  go  to  the  bak'ry  shop!" 

And  that  wasn't  all  your  trouble, 
Sometimes  you  would  forget; 

And  had  to  make  the  trip  again! 
I  guess  you're  ravin'  yet. 
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A  kid  can  foller  bands  all  day, 
And  won't  get  tired  at  all; 

But  when  it  comes  to  errands — 
He's  so  tired  he  can  hardly  crawl. 


STILL  ALIVE 

There's  many  a  man  a-livin', 
Though  he  often  wonders  why, 

Who  had  to  swaller  castor  oil 
When  he  was  just  a  boy. 

They'd  offer  you  a  nickle 

To  be  a  little  man; 
And  take  a  dose  of  castor  oil, 

And  then  the  fun  began. 

You'd  holler  like  the  dickens 

"I  will  not  take  that  stuff!" 
You'd  hop  around  upon  the  floor 

Until  your  pa  got  rough. 

He'd  grab  you  by  the  beezer, 

And  hold  your  mouth  agap, 
While  ma  would  pour  it  down  your  throat 

And  some  went  in  her  lap. 

You  felt  just  like  a  puppy 

Who  had  ate  a  cake  of  soap ; 
You  thought  you  was  a  goner, 

There  really  was  no  hope. 

We  smile  at  boyhood  memories, 

As  o'er  the  past  we  gaze; 
Still  we  always  shudder 

At  them  bygone  "oily"  days. 
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HOW  TO  RAISE  A  BOY 

(By  Ma,  Pa,  and  Son) 


MA'S  DIRECTIONS 


Now  hurry  and  eat  your  breakfast, 

And  listen  to  what  I  say; 
Don't  you  dare  get  dirty, 

And  spoil  your  clothes  today! 

And  don't  wade  in  the  gutter 
And  get  your  stockings  wet; 

And  don't  you  start  a-fighthr, 
And  don't  you  dare  forget! 

You  keep  away  from  rowdy  boys, 
And  don't  you  sling  a  stone; 

And  don't  you  sass  the  teacher, 
And  let  the  girls  alone. 

And  don't  you  hop  on  wagons 

And  get  an  awful  fall; 
And  don't  you  dare  play  hooky 

So  you  can  play  football. 

And  don't  forget  to  study  hard 

Or  you  will  come  to  grief; 
Don't  wipe  your  nose  upon  your  sleeve 

But  use  your  handkerchief! 

Now  hurry  and  eat  your  supper, 
You  didn't  mind  what  I  said; 

So  now  go  wash  your  dirty  ears 
And  then  go  straight  to  bed. 

PA'S  DIRECTIONS 

Sometimes,  when  I  was  diggin'  worms, 

My  Pa  would  gruffly  say: 
"Never  mind  the  fishin', 

You're  cutting  that  wood  today!" 

I  didn't  start  an  argument, 

I  started  for  the  shed; 
'Cause  when  Pa  would  give  an  order 

He  meant  just  what  he  said. 
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He  didn't  chew  about  our  clothes 

Or  when  we  had  a  fight; 
But  when  Pa  would  tell  me  something, 

Pa  was  always  right. 

He  didn't  talk  so  awful  much 

About  our  schoolin'  grade; 
But  when  Pa  said  to  fix  the  yard 

We  grabbed  the  garden  spade. 

There  was  once  I  tried  an  argument, 

Pa  just  shook  his  head; 
He  tanned  me  with  a  buggy  whip 

And  then  I  went  to  bed. 

After  that  when  Pa  was  'round, 

I  sure  was  awful  good; 
And  always  tried  to  please  that  man 

In  every  way  I  could. 

SONNY'S  CORRECTIONS 

Throw  away  the  wash  rag, 

Never  mention  soap; 
Give  a  guy  the  thing  he  wants, 

Includin'  plenty  rope. 

Never  ask  him  where  he's  been, 

Or  if  his  feet  are  wet; 
Never  speak  about  the  grass, 

Or  if  he's  cut  it  yet. 

Give  him  all  he  wants  to  eat, 

Including  plenty  cakes; 
Never  say,  "I  told  you  so!" 

When  he  says,  "My  stomach  aches!" 

Don't  talk  to  him  around  the  house, 
Perhaps  he  wants  to  think; 

Don't  scold  about  the  muddy  tracks 
Or  when  he  spills  the  ink. 

Never  give  him  tasks  to  do, 

Do  the  work  yourself; 
That  is  how  to  raise  a  boy, 

Just  let  him  raise  himself. 
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SOLEMN  DAYS  AND 
HOLLER  DAYS 


NEW  YEAR 


I'm  just  a  little  feller 

Without  no  shoes  or  pants; 

But  folks  don't  seem  to  care  a  bit 
About  my  circumstance. 

I  wouldn't  mind  the  lack  of  shoes, 

Or  yet  a  hat  or  coat, 
But  why  not  give  a  guy  some  pants, 

Why  should  I  be  the  goat? 

They  holler,  "Happy  New  Year!" 

And  sing  a  lots  of  chants; 
And  I  would  also  holler,  too, 

If  I  only  had  some  pants. 

So  when  you  get  a  glimpse  of  me, 
Deplore  my  circumstance; 

What  a  way  to  start  the  year, 
Without  a  pair  of  pants. 

LINCOLN 

When  Abie  Lincoln  was  a  kid, 

He  never  had  a  chance; 
Never  had  a  dime  to  spend, 

Nor  yet  a  change  of  pants. 

He  worked  all  day,  splittin'  rails, 

To  earn  his  daily  chow; 
He  never  drove  a  horseless  car 

But  could  steer  a  one-horse  plow. 

He  read  a  lot  of  serious  books, 

But  never  a  base-ball  story; 
Yet  went  right  on  up  the  pike 

And  kicked  his  heels  in  glory. 

And  when  he  was  our  President, 

He  never  raised  a  fuss; 
"Government  for,  of,  and  by  the  people," 

Was  just  the  thing  for  us. 
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So  here's  to  dear  old  "Honest  Abe," 
Who  liked  to  laugh  and  joke, 

But  always  told  us  what  was  right 
In  English  as  she's  spoke. 


WASHINGTON 

When  George  was  just  a  little  pup, 

He  got  a  fine  new  axe; 
That  is  how  the  story  goes, 

And  I'm  just  statin'  facts. 

He  chopped  around  the  house  awhile, 

Until  his  Mom  got  mad; 
And  told  the  kid  to  hop  outside 

He  was  mussin'  things  up  too  bad. 

So  he  went  out  into  the  yard 

To  see  what  he  could  see; 
And  just  as  you  expected, 

He  piped  the  cherry  tree. 

He  set  to  work  with  might  and  main, 

His  Pop  was  sore  as  heck; 
"What's  the  idea,  you  little  brat, 

You've  made  that  tree  a  wreck!" 

"Well,"  said  Georgie,  kind  of  scared, 
"I  thought  we  needed  wood, 

That  is  why  I  cut  it  down, 
I  did  the  best  I  could!" 

Pop  gazed  at  George,  admiringly, 
And  then  at  the  cherry  tree; 

"Believe  me,  kid,  you've  got  me  beat. 
You're  a  bigger  liar  than  me!" 

Mom  came  out  to  hear  the  row, 

And  heard  the  old  man  lie; 
"Well,  at  last  you've  met  you're  match, 

But  what  about  your  cherry  pie?" 


36 


ST.  PATRICK 


When  St.  Patrick  came  to  Ireland, 
He  said,  "For  goodness  sakes! 

This  Isle  sure  needs  some  cleaning, 
The  grass  is  full  of  snakes!" 

He  grabbed  a  couple  rattlers, 
And  looked  them  in  the  eye; 

"There  is  no  place  in  Ireland 
For  the  loikes  of  ye,  me  bye." 

Oh,  how  them  snakes  did  rattle, 
They  were  scared,  and  no  mistake; 

For  St.  Patrick  sure  was  huffy, 
And  they  knew  he  was  no  fake. 

So  they  packed  up  all  their  rattles 
And  they  told  the  other  snakes: 

"You'd  better  get  off  the  island 
For  your  own  dear  snakies'  sakes." 

And  I'm  tellin'  ye,  begorra, 
That  ye  all  should  understand, 

That  today  there's  not  a  viper 
In  dear  auld  Ireland. 


ALL  FOOL'S  DAY 

Whoopie!  Whoopie!  Kids,  it's  April, 

Who'll  be  the  fool  today? 
Who'll  kick  the  brick  beneath  the  hat, 

As  they  trudge  along  the  way? 

Whoopie!  Whoopie!  Kids,  it's  April, 

Who'll  be  the  April  Fool? 
Come  on,  let's  play  another  joke, 
Like  when  we  went  to  school! 
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EASTER 


My  teacher  told  the  story, 

A  long,  long  time  ago, 
Of  how  they  bumped  the  Saviour 

And  filled  the  land  with  woe; 
A  bunch  of  crooks  and  grafters 

Who  were  gyppin'  'round  about, 
Feered  He'd  wise  up  all  the  people 

And  they'd  have  to  make  an  out. 

So  they  went  to  Pontius  Pilate, 

Who  was  boss  of  the  countryside, 
And  they  framed  the  Saviour,  Jesus 

To  take  Him  for  a  ride; 
He  was  sitting  at  His  supper 

With  Judas,  a  rotten  shot, 
Who,  for  thirty  bucks  in  silver, 

Put  his  Master  on  the  spot. 

They  took  Him  to  the  courthouse, 

Where  Pilate  held  full  sway, 
And,  looking  the  Master  over, 

Said,  "I  think  this  man's  O.  K.! " 
But  the  grafters  wouldn't  have  it 

And  they  hollered  to  the  crowd: 
"This  guy  is  hurtin'  business, 

Let's  put  Him  in  a  shroud!" 

So  they  crucified  the  Saviour 

Out  there  on  Calvary, 
They  nailed  Him  to  a  cross  of  wood 

Where  He  died  in  agony; 
And  on  the  third  day  He  arose 

And  ascended  into  Heaven, 
And  saved  the  souls  of  mankind, 

With  all  his  sins  forgiven. 

That  there  is  the  story 

Of  the  first  glad  Easter  Morn; 
And  of  the  crucifixion 

And  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn. 
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MEMORIAL  DAY 


They  sleep  together,  side  by  side, 
'Neath  many  a  forest  tree; 

The  boy  who  followed  General  Grant, 
And  the  boy  who  fought  with  Lee. 

And  we  no  longer  cherish  hate, 
As  we  strew  the  flowers  today; 

O'er  the  graves  of  the  boys  in  blue, 
And  the  boys  who  wore  the  gray. 

So  love  to  you  who  fought  with  Grant, 
The  same  to  you  who  followed  Lee ; 

Sleeping  together  side  by  side 
In  the  shade  of  the  forest  tree. 

And  here's  to  gruff  and  stolid  Grant, 
And  gallant,  charming  Lee; 

Sleeping  now  so  peacefully, 
"Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee." 


INDEPENDENCE  DAY 

Did  you  ever  hear  the  story 

Of  how  we  cleaned  out  Johnny  Bull? 
When  he  came  braggin'  'round  the  lot, 

We  gave  his  nose  a  pull! 
He  was  always  raisin'  taxes, 

And  tellin'  us  what  to  do, 
And  he  sent  a  bunch  of  Red-coats 

To  make  us  do  it,  too! 

He  said  he  needed  money 

And  he  sent  a  ship  of  tea, 
But  the  Yankees  wasn't  thirsty, 

They  dumped  it  in  the  sea; 
And  they  told  the  bloomin'  English, 

"We're  gettin'  doggoned  sore! 
You  better  cut  the  rough  stuff, 

We  will  not  stand  no  more!" 
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Then  Johnny  Bull  began  to  howl, 

"I  say,  King  George  is  boss!" 
But  Paul  Revere  was  a  better  jock' 

And  beat  them  with  his  hoss; 
They  scrapped  around  at  Bunker  Hill, 

They  sure  did  get  cleaned  out, 
The  Boston  Yanks  were  better  shots 

And  put  the  Reds  to  rout. 

The  Phillies  all  went  ga-ga 

And  rang  the  Liberty  Bell, 
And  they  told  the  blasted  English 

To  go  jump  in  the  well! 
They  fought  around  for  quite  awhile 

And  shot  things  up  for  fair, 
Till  Georgie  and  his  army 

Came  across  the  Delaware. 

After  that  they  had  to  quit, 
They  couldn't  make  the  grade, 

Those  farmers,  with  their  pitchforks, 
Put  the  Red  coats  in  the  shade; 

That's  how  we  won  our  pennant, 
And  long,  long  may  it  wave! 
O'er  this  land  of  the  free 
And  the  home  of  the  brave! 


CHRISTMAS 

This  is  how  I  get  it, 

And,  of  course,  I  may  be  wrong, 
For  I  never  was  a  smartie 

And  I  get  my  dope  from  song; 
Herod  was  the  big  shot 

In  them  days  of  long  ago, 
And  he  put  on  plenty  doggie 

Which  took  a  lot  of  dough. 
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So  each  year  the  common  people 

Brought  their  nickels  and  their  dimes, 
To  pay  them  awful  taxes  and 

Complain  about  the  times; 
The  town  was  known  as  Bethlehem, 

With  but  a  single  Inn, 
So  when  Joe  and  Mary  came 

They  couldn't  make  an  in. 

The  hotel  feller  says,  "I'm  sorry 

We  got  no  rooms  to  spare, 
We  only  got  the  stable  left, 

But  you  can  bunk  out  there!" 
Joe  and  Mary  found  the  stable 

Which  was  filled  with  cows  and  sheep, 
And  they  shoo'ed  away  some  chickens 

And  laid  them  down  to  sleep. 

And  there  amid  the  lowing  kine 

And  a  world  so  drab  and  gray, 
The  little  Christ  Child,  Jesus, 

First  saw  the  light  of  day. 
They  laid  Him  in  a  manger 

That  was  partly  filled  with  hay, 
And  they  knelt  them  down  to  worship 

Where  the  little  Saviour  lay. 

A  bunch  of  wise  guys  watching 

Saw  a  bright  star  overhead, 
And  they  hopped  upon  their  camels 

And  beat  it  to  the  shed; 
They  strolled  into  the  stable 

Where  the  little  Saviour  lay, 
And  they  brought  Him  lovely  presents 

For  His  first  glad  Christmas  Day. 

While  the  angels  sang  an  anthem 
That  was  never  writ  by  pen, 

"Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest, 

Peace  on  Earth,  Good  Will  to  Men!" 
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Herod  heard  the  broadcast 

And  it  made  him  doggoned  sore, 

For  he  feared  the  common  peepul 
Would  stand  for  him  no  more. 

So  he  sent  a  bunch  of  gangsters 

To  snatch  the  little  child, 
But  an  angel  tipped  off  Joseph 

And  he  beat  it  for  the  wild; 
That  there  is  the  story 

Of  the  manger  filled  with  hay, 
And  how  the  little  Jesus 

Spent  His  first  glad  Christmas  Day. 


WHISPERING  POPPIES 

In  Flander's  Field  the  poppies  grow, 
Upon  the  graves  of  those  we  know. 

Who  fought  and  died  for  glory  vain, 
That  some  men  might  their  goal  attain. 

To  deck  their  breasts  with  medals  gay, 
That  turned  to  dust  within  a  day. 

And  yet  they  speak  of  war  as  though 
It  were  a  boon  when  bugles  blow. 

But  the  pomp  of  war  and  grand  parade 
Are  but  the  veil  of  the  digging  spade. 

And  those  who  lie  where  poppies  grow, 
Who  lived  and  fought  through  sunset  gl< 

Would  tell  us  so  if  they  were  nigh 
The  price  we  paid  was  far  too  high! 

So,  when  we  hear  of  war  and  death, 
Let's  hold  our  hearts  with  bated  breath. 
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And  think  of  those  across  the  sea, 

Who  lived  and  loved  with  you  and  me. 

Who  lie  in  graves  where  poppies  blow, 
Who  died  in  Flander's  Field,  so  long  ago. 


LABOR  DAY 

The  men  who  build  our  nation 

Are  guys  like  you  and  I, 
They  toil  in  mine  and  factory 

And  out  beneath  the  sky; 
They  work  in  burning  heat  and  sun, 

And  in  the  snow  and  rain, 
And  their  skillful  hands  are  guided 

By  watchful  eye  and  clever  brain. 

They  ask  no  greater  boon  of  fate 

Than  to  earn  their  daily  bread, 
A  little  home  at  eventide 

And  a  place  to  lay  their  head. 
So  here's  to  the  nation's  toilers, 

Who  build  and  keep  the  U.  S.  A. 
They  all  are  reg'lar  fellers 

And  we  honor  them  this  day. 


THANKSGIVING  DAY 

When  it  comes  to  "Good-time  Charlies," 

The  Pilgrims  were  the  boys, 
For  they  proclaimed  Thanksgiving  Day 

And  added  to  our  joys; 
They  had  sailed  from  Plymouth,  England, 

To  find  the  Plymouth  Rock, 
And  they  found  it  in  the  harbor, 

Just  outside  of  Boston  Dock. 
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They  liked  the  lovely  country 

And  decided  they  would  stay, 
So  they  took  off  all  their  baggage 

And  the  Mayflower  sailed  away; 
They  had  to  work  like  blazes 

In  the  woods  and  in  the  scrub, 
For  it  took  a  lot  of  hustling 

To  earn  their  daily  grub. 

But  everything  went  dandy 

And  all  were  doing  well, 
So  they  thought  they'd  knock  off  working 

And  rest  a  little  spell; 
They  decided  that  on  Thursday 

They  would  have  a  day  of  prayer, 
They  would  make  a  little  whoopie 

And  lay  aside  their  care. 

For  these  folks  were  Christian  people 

And  were  grateful,  one  and  all, 
And  they  gave  thanks  to  their  Saviour 

Who  sees  the  sparrows  fall; 
So  after  solemn  worship, 

They  hit  the  good  old  chow, 
Pumpkin  pies  and  turkey, 

Them  eats  were  quite  a  row. 


HAVE  A  HEART 

Remember,  friends,  in  days  of  old, 
How  we  longed  for  Christmas  Day; 

To  get  a  glimpse  of  Santa  Claus, 
His  reindeer  and  his  sleigh? 

Remember,  friend,  how  good  we  were, 

And  toddled  off  to  bed; 
So  that  dear  old  Santa  Claus, 

Would  leave  us  doll  or  sled? 
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And  though  we've  grown  to  man's  estate, 

There's  lots  of  kids  today, 
Who  look  and  long  as  we  did  then 

For  Santa  and  his  sleigh. 

So  help  to  boost  the  Firemen's  Fund, 

With  toys  or  with  a  dime; 
And  help  them  give  the  kids  a  break, 

At  this  glad  Christmas  time. 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS! 

Again,  dear  friend,  'tis  Christmas  time, 
And  things  ain't  half  so  bad; 

So  pin  a  smile  upon  your  map 
Then  you'll  look  real  glad. 

Holler,  "Merry  Christmas!" 

At  everyone  you  meet; 
Give  a  hand  to  all  your  friends 

As  they  pass  along  the  street. 

And  while  you're  making  whoopie, 
With  the  yule-tide  spirit  gay, 

I  wish  you  all  good  tidings 
And  a  Merry  Christmas  Day. 


A  CHRISTMAS  SONG 

Thanksgiving  joys  are  over 

And  Christmas  almost  here, 
And  all  the  folks  are  thinking 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear; 
I  do  not  know  if  you  and  I 

Will  be  here  next  Christmas  Day, 
So  let's  renew  our  friendship  true, 

And  make  this  Christmas  gay! 
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Even  though  our  hearts  are  sad 

And  eyes  are  moist  with  tears, 
Thinking  of  those  who've  gone  before 

Throughout  the  passing  year; 
Let's  forget  our  griefs  and  fears 

For  just  a  little  space, 
And  greet  all  our  remaining  friends 

With  glad  and  happy  face. 

I  know  at  times  the  world  is  drear 

And  life  seems  not  worth  while, 
But  now,  dear  friend,  it's  Christmas  time 

And  we  should  try  to  smile; 
For  did  not  God,  in  mercy, 

Send  His  own  beloved  Son 
This  wicked  world  of  ours  to  save? 

Yes,  each  and  every  one. 

And  don't  you  think  that  we  could  show 

Our  deepest  gratitude 
To  Him  who  gave,  by  greeting  all 

In  happy,  cheerful  mood? 
Let's  try  our  best  to  be  like  Him, 

And  help  our  friends,  and  then 
Give  praise  to  God  Who  is  the  Highest, 

Peace  on  earth,  Good  will  to  men. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  AND 
UNCLASSIFIED 


BLUE  MONDAY 


One  thing  that  gets  a  feller's  goat, 

I  think  you  will  allow, 
Is  comin'  home  at  dinner  time, 

And  eatin'  Monday's  chow! 

The  doggoned  stuff  is  just  warmed  up, 
And  fresh  as  last  week's  news; 

Just  makes  your  appetite  fold  up 
And  flop  down  in  your  shoes. 

You  holler,  "What  the  heck  is  this? 

You  don't  call  that  a  feed! 
Of  all  the  doggoned  punky-punk, 

Are  you  sure  it's  guaranteed?" 

You  slam  your  knife  and  fork  around, 
You  growl  and  shake  your  head; 

You  slam  some  eats  upon  your  plate, 
And  grab  a  slice  of  bread. 

That's  the  way  it  always  is, 

It  makes  a  man  forlorn; 
You  like  the  chicken  Sunday  noon, 

But  ding  the  feathers  Monday  morn 


THE  DOCTOR 

He's  just  a  quiet  fellow, 
With  keen  but  kindly  eyes; 

He  listens  to  our  troubles 
And  gives  us  counsel  wise. 

He  never  says,  "I  told  you  so!" 

He  knows  we're  prone  to  err; 
That  man,  he'll  always  play  the  fool, 

And  needs  the  best  of  care. 
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He  listens  to  our  tale  of  woe, 
With  a  quiet  kindly  smile; 

Nods  his  head  in  sympathy, 
"You'll  be  better  after  while." 

We  like  to  kid  the  doctor, 

And  think  we're  doggoned  slick; 
But  how  we  love  the  doctor, 

When  we  are  feelin'  sick! 


AFTER  WHILES 

This  here  life  that  we  are  leadin' 
Is  doggoned  tough  at  times; 

You  got  to  work  like  blazes 
For  the  nickels  and  the  dimes. 

We  must  get  up  in  the  mornin' 
When  we'd  rather  lay  and  sleep; 

Our  chores  at  times  are  awful, 

And  sometimes  they  make  us  weep. 

Our  dreams  are  often  blighted, 
Our  hopes  go  galley-west; 

And  some  folks  return  our  kindness 
With  a  viper  in  the  chest. 

We  see  our  loved  ones  taken 
To  be  placed  beneath  the  sod; 

And  we  often  stop  to  ponder 
If  there  really  is  a  God. 

But  my  heart  is  filled  with  rapture, 
And  my  lips  are  wreathed  in  smiles ; 

When  I  think  about  the  pleasures 
In  those  dear,  sweet  after  whiles. 
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US  HEROES 


You  have  heard  about  the  heroes, 
So  great  and  brave  and  strong; 

Whose  names  are  found  in  history, 
Whose  deeds  are  sang  in  song. 

But  I  tell  you  this,  old  timer, 
There  are  other  heroes,  too; 

Who  never  get  no  laurels, 
And  one  of  them  is  YOU. 

Remember  how  this  morning, 
While  snoozin'  in  the  hay; 

You  had  to  ditch  the  blankets 
To  start  another  day? 

They  sing  about  the  heroes 
Who  lead  great  armies  on; 

But  that  there  is  a  pleasure, 
To  gettin'  up  at  dawn. 

It  takes  a  lot  of  courage 
To  sail  the  stormy  deep; 

But  you  could  sail  six  oceans 
If  they'd  only  let  you  sleep. 

So  here's  to  all  us  heroes, 
Who  never  any  laurels  reap; 

Who  get  up  in  the  mornin' 

When  we'd  rather  lay  and  sleep. 

WHAT  A  LIFE! 

You  can  roam  the  wide  world  over. 
But  no  matter  where  you  go, 

You  will  hear  the  old,  old  story 
Of  pains  and  aches  and  woe. 

One  guy  has  got  the  measles, 
Another's  got  the  mumps; 

The  dog  is  acting  funny, 

Or  the  wife  has  got  the  jumps. 
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The  baby  has  the  colic, 

The  canary  has  a  cold; 
The  gold  fish  are  rheumatic, 

And  other  woes  you're  told. 

Some  think  their  liver's  out  of  whack, 

Or,  the  kitty  has  a  spell; 
And  just  to  make  the  tale  complete, 

You  ain't  a-feelin'  well. 


ONE  STILLY  (?)  NIGHT 

Ten  o'clock,  and  all  is  well, 

I  guess  I'll  hit  the  hay; 
I  hain't  a-feelin'  well,  it  seems, 

It's  been  a  tiresome  day. 

'Leven  bells,  I  hear  the  phone, 

My  gosh,  who  might  that  be? 
"No,  this  hain't  the  booby-hatch! 

And  stop  your  botherin'  me!" 

Twelve  o'clock,  I  heard  some  shots, 

I  wondered,  "What  was  that!" 
Another  murder,  like  as  not, 

Or  someone  shootin'  at  a  cat. 

One  a.  m.,  I  think  it  was, 

And  I  was  sleepin'  fine; 
Then,  "Adeline,  Sweet  Adeline, 

Whoopie,  gal,  wilt  thou  be  mine?" 

At  half  past  two,  or  thereabouts, 

I  was  wrapped  in  blessed  sleep; 
When  I  heard  a  manly  voice  remark: 

"Goodnight,  sweet  love,  and  slumber  deep." 
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At  four  o'clock,  there  came  some  bumps, 
"Another  quart  is  bust,  doggone!" 

Yes,  my  feller,  and  so's  my  slumber, 
For  it  is  nearly  dawn. 

At  seven  chimes  the  whistles  blew, 
Oh,  well,  I'll  try  some  other  time; 

The  folks  around  this  place  must  think 
That  gettin'  sleep  is  a  terrible  crime. 


LIKE  AND  LIKEWISE 

We  like  the  lovely  landscape, 

We  like  the  rolling  hills; 
We  like  the  winding  rivers, 

But  don't  like  to  pay  our  bills. 

We  like  to  go  a-fishin', 
We  like  to  loaf  and  shirk; 

We  like  a  lot  of  money, 

But  we  do  not  like  to  work. 

We  like  the  sweetest  music, 
We  like  to  eat  and  drink; 

We  like  a  lot  of  pleasures, 
But  we  do  not  like  to  think. 

We  like  to  read  the  papers, 

We  also  like  to  sleep; 
We  like  to  laugh  and  chatter, 

But  we  do  not  like  to  weep. 

We  also  like  the  fellow 

Who  is  very  wise,  like  you; 

And  if  you'd  like  to  know  it  all — 
Then,  by  gosh,  we're  likewise  too. 
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LONGING 


When  we  were  at  the  age  of  four, 

We  sure  were  hard  to  please; 
We  longed  to  play  with  lousy  dogs 

Then  get  our  hair  full  o'  fleas. 

At  ten  we  longed  for  slimy  frogs, 
And  fight  the  stinging  bumble  bees; 

We  often  wished  that  we  could  climb, 
Like  chattering  monkeys  in  the  trees. 

At  twelve  we  longed  for  man's  estate, 

That  we  might  come  and  go 
Wherever  fancy  seemed  to  call, 

Or  travel  with  a  medicine  show. 

At  twenty-five  we  were  in  love, 

And  longed  for  pretty  girls; 
Wished  we  had  a  million  bucks, 

To  buy  them  rings  and  strings  of  pearls. 

And  now,  by  gosh,  at  forty-five, 

We  wish  that  we  were  boys; 
And  long  to  dream  of  pirate's  gold, 

And  to  play  with  kiddies'  toys. 


TALKING  TO  YOURSELF 

Have  you  ever  stopped  to  notice, 
Have  you  ever  stopped  to  think, 

How  much  you're  always  talking 
To  yourself,  you  funny  gink? 

Though  you're  toiling  at  your  labor, 
Or  just  sitting  on  the  shelf, 

By  gosh,  you're  always  talking, 
And  you're  talking  to  yourself. 
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You  chatter  like  the  dickens. 
You  talk  the  clock  around; 

You  make  a  lot  of  racket, 
But  nobody  hears  a  sound. 

You  converse  with  men  and  angels, 
And  laugh  at  friends  and  foes; 

You  talk  with  kings  and  doggies, 
Ain't  that  the  way  it  goes? 

You  discuss  your  private  business, 
And  you  say  what  you  will  do; 

But  nobody  ever  knows  it, 
'Cept  that  little  person,  YOU. 

But  I  tell  you,  there's  advantage, 
In  discoursing  with  one's  self; 

You  don't  get  into  trouble, 

When  you're  talking  to  yourself. 


LITERARY  COMMENT  ON  TWO  GREAT 
AMERICANS 

By  one  of  them. 

George  W.  was  the  righter  of  his  country's  wrongs,  Three 
cheers  for  George.  While  George  D.  would  like  to  be  the 
writer  of  the  country's  songs,  wish  him  luck. 

GEORGE  W. 

He  said  he  couldn't  tell  a  lie, 

When  just  a  little  boy; 
He  done  it  with  his  hatchet, 

Which  filled  his  pop  with  joy. 
And  when  he  grew  to  manhood 

He  fought  and  saved  our  colonies, 
When  he  chased  the  bloomin'  redcoats 

Right  back  acrost  the  seas. 
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He  said  he  didn't  give  a  whoop 

For  all  their  blamed  decrees, 
And  he  would  rather  die  of  thirst 

Than  pay  their  tax  on  teas. 
They  hollered  like  the  blazes, 

But  he  licked  them  just  the  same; 
With  his  hardy  band  of  patriots 

Who  drenched  themselves  in  fame. 
They  suffered  like  the  dickens 

When  they  camped  at  Valley  Forge, 
But  they  had  a  dauntless  leader 

And  that  leader's  name  was  George. 


GEORGE  D. 

I  don't  know  hardly  nothin', 

But  again,  perhaps  I  do, 
I  think  up  lots  of  nonsense 

And  pass  it  on  to  you. 
I  tell  you  to  be  cheerful 

When  you've  got  the  stomach  ache, 
Don't  take  no  wooden  nickles 

And  give  a  friend  a  break. 
I  smile  and  jest  along  the  way 

As  the  days  go  drifting  by, 
For  I  would  have  the  world  to  think 

That  I'm  a  reg'lar  guy. 
I  haven't  got  no  learning 

Or  an  art  to  call  my  own, 
But  I  had  a  dear  old  Grandpa 

Who  kissed  the  Blarney  Stone. 
And  how  it  thrills  my  ticker 

When  I  think  of  Valley  Forge, 
And  I  sure  was  doggoned  tickled 

When  my  daddy  named  me  George. 
So  here's  to  George  and  Georgie 

And  here's  to  the  U.  S.  A. 
No  finer  land,  no  better  guys, 

Whoopie,  hip,  hooray! 
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DREAMING 


Dreaming  .  .  .  dreaming  .  .  .  dreaming, 
As  down  through  life  we  glide; 

Dreaming  .  .  .  dreaming  .  .  .  dreaming, 
Dreaming  dreams  on  every  side. 

(We  dream  of  glorious  moonlight  nights, 
And  many  a  buggy  ride.) 

We  dream  of  conquests  in  the  air, 

Of  fighting  ships  at  sea; 
And  while  we're  dreaming  lovely  dreams, 

Our  hearts  are  fancy  free. 
(Of  punching  guys  upon  the  nose, 

For  getting  fresh  with  me.) 

We  dream  of  power  and  wealth  untold, 

Of  honors  high  and  rare; 
We  dream  of  righting  age-old  wrongs, 

That  all  may  have  and  share. 
(And  dream  that  maybe  afterwhile 

We're  going  to  get  our  share.) 

We  dream  of  sunny  lands  afar, 

Of  bonny  isles  of  green; 
With  skies  of  infinite  tender  blue, 

And  rolling  silver  seas  between. 
(Of  wild  and  woolly  cannibals. 

With  teeth  that  are  long  and  keen.) 

We  dream  of  castles  in  the  air, 

Of  friends  of  long  ago; 
We  dream  of  worlds  amid  the  stars, 

And  years  that  come  and  go. 
(Of  guys  that  took  us  for  a  sap, 

And  gypped  us  out  of  dough.) 

Dreaming  .  .  .  dreaming  .  .  .  dreaming, 
Let's  hope  our  dreams  come  true; 

For  life  would  be  a  dreary  thing, 
Without  a  dream  or  two. 

(And  if  we  haven't  got  a  dime, 
We  can  bum  a  buck  or  two.) 
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A  RHYMING  RHYME 


111  sing  you  a  rhyme  of  a  fair  sunny  clime, 

And  a  cottage  that's  covered  with  thyme; 
Whose  garden  is  fragrant  with  orange  and  lime, 

And  columbines  clamber  and  twine. 
And  there  dwells  in  that  shrine  a  maiden  divine, 

And  joy  of  all  joys  sublime, 
She  says  she  is  mine,  and  I  say  I  am  thine, 

Oh  sweetheart,  oh  sweetheart  of  mine. 

REMORSE 

Two  little  boys  were  fighting, 

And  were  raising  quite  a  row, 
And  dogs  were  running  'round  about 

With  excited  tails  and  bow,  wow,  wow. 

Just  what  had  caused  the  trouble, 

Or  how,  or  when,  or  why, 
No  one  had  stopped  to  question, 

They  just  were  standing  by. 

A  man  who'd  been  attracted 

Climbed  off  his  apple  cart; 
And  pushing  through  the  watching  throng 

Pulled  the  boys  apart. 

"Hain't  you  ashamed,"  the  feller  said, 

"To  hit  your  little  brother?" 
"Sure  I  am,"  the  kid  rejoined, 

"I  should  o'  socked  him  another." 

I'M  TELLIN'  YOU 

The  person  that  I  like  the  most 

I'm  doggoned  sure  is  ME; 
I  always  treat  myself  O.  K., 

And  with  myself  agree. 

I  always  think  that  I  am  right, 

And  take  the  credit,  too; 
And  always  did  consider  ME 

A  couple  dreams  come  true. 
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I  always  did  admire  myself, 
And  give  myself  first  choice; 

I  never  did  despise  myself, 
But  with  myself  rejoice. 

And  I'm  the  only  person 
On  whom  I  can  depend, 

To  always  give  myself  the  breaks, 
For  I'm  my  bosom  friend. 

And  when  it  comes  to  self-esteem, 

I  hand  it  to  myself; 
I  think  I  am  the  sweetest  soul 

That  ever  loved  himself. 


YOU  BET  'CHER 

If  a  feller's  born  to  riches, 

He's  sure  a  lucky  guy; 
'nd  all  the  world  says,  "Howdy  Do! " 

When  he  goes  passin'  by. 

But  if  your  pappy's  busted, 
'nd  wears  patches  on  his  knees, 

You,  my  boy,  are  out  of  luck, 
You're  just  a  piece  of  cheese. 

If  mamma  goes  to  social  clubs 
'nd  talks  about  the  neighbors, 

You,  my  dear,  are  Junior  League 
And  men  will  do  you  favors. 

But,  if  your  mommy  works  all  day, 
'nd  wears  her  last  year's  hat, 

You,  old  girl,  are  not  so  hot, 
Have  you  ever  noticed  that? 

For  the  rich,  they  get  the  honey, 
'nd  the  poor,  they  get  the  punk, 

It's  the  same  in  every  country, 
Hain't  it  all  a  lot  of  bunk? 
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WHAT'S  THE  USE? 


You've  often  heard  someone  say, 
"Oh  heck,  oh  what's  the  use? 

I'm  sick  an'  tired  of  tryhV, 
My  jinx  is  on  the  loose!" 

Or  when  they  come  home  late  at  night, 
And  the  wife  should  raise  the  deuce; 

They  slam  the  door,  or  kick  the  cat, 
And  say,  "Oh  heck,  oh  what's  the  use? 

Or,  when  they  would  advise  a  gal 
To  spank  her  young  papoose; 

They're  promptly  told  to  mind  their  bizz, 
They  say,  "Oh  heck,  oh  what's  the  use? 

They  tell  their  friends  and  neighbors 
Their  bills  they  should  reduce; 

And  when  they  aren't  heeded, 

They  say,  "Oh  heck,  oh  what's  the  use? 

And  them's  the  kind  of  fellers 

That  ride  in  the  caboose; 
They  lack  the  nerve  to  engineer, 

Besides,  oh  what's  the  use? 


EVERY  DAY  LIMERICKS 

He  wasn't  good  at  thinking, 
And  he  didn't  give  a  whoop; 

And  to  make  the  story  shorter, 
He  was  always  in  the  . 

He  didn't  care  for  business, 
And  he  never  read  no  books; 

And  to  make  the  story  shorter, 
He  got  married  just  for  . 

His  wife  was  sure  a  dandy, 
When  it  came  to  dressing  nice; 

And  to  make  the  story  shorter, 
They  lived  on  beans  and  . 
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She  was  rather  short  of  temper, 
And  his  rules  would  oft'  deny; 

And  to  make  the  story  shorter, 
He  socked  her  in  the  . 

He  would  often  get  discouraged, 
Would  tell  her  so,  and  how! 

And  to  make  the  story  shorter, 
They  raised  an  awful   . 

Her  mother  came  to  visit, 

That  put  him  in  a  jam, 
And,  to  make  the  story  shorter, 

He  told  the  jane  to  . 

His  wife  put  up  a  holler, 

He  was  a  rotten  punk; 
And  to  make  the  story  shorter, 

She  packed  up  all  her  . 

He  didn't  give  a  whoopee, 
And  he  suffered  no  remorse; 

And,  to  make  the  story  shorter, 
They  got  a  nice  . 

HAIN'T  IT  SO? 

When  a  feller's  broke  and  busted, 
The  world  steps  on  his  toes; 

He's  just  a  pest  and  nuisance — 
That's  the  way  it  always  goes. 

For  when  you're  out  of  money, 
You're  out  of  luck,  old  kid; 

There  hain't  a  single  friend  in  sight, 
All  of  them  have  slid. 

For,  them  good  old  pals  remember 
When  the  skies  were  fair  and  blue; 

And  just  slip  away  like  shadders 
When  the  coin  runs  out  on  you. 

But,  oh  boy,  when  you  got  the  money 
How  they  laugh  and  cheer, 

And  take  you  'round  a-singin', 
"Hail,  hail,  the  gang's  all  here!" 
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THE  OLD  SCREEN  DOOR 


Whoopie!  Whoopie!  Whoopiel 
It's  summer  time  once  more! 

And  we  are  havin'  lots  of  fun, 
Fixin'  the  old  screen  door! 

That  there  door  is  sure  a  pest, 

It  just  won't  work  at  all; 
You  brace  it  with  a  piece  of  wire, 

Then  see  the  blamed  thing  stall. 

You  nail  a  lath  acrost  the  top, 

And  lace  it  up  with  string; 
And  when  it's  runnin'  nice  and  smooth, 

The  spring  runs  out  of  spring. 

You  fix  and  oil  the  hinges, 

You  patch  a  hole  with  tin; 
And  then,  by  gosh,  it  hangs  ajar 

And  lets  the  flies  come  in. 

It  sticks,  it  wiggles,  binds  and  jams, 

But  simply  will  not  close; 
And  when  you're  in  a  hurry — 

It  bangs  you  on  the  nose. 

You  ask  me  how  to  fix  it?: 

Sure  old  pal,  just  listen: 
The  way  to  fix  the  old  screen  door 

Is — by  gosh,  the  answer's  missin'. 

PLEASE  COME  HOME 

She  was  just  an  old,  old  lady, 
With  smoothly  silvered  hair; 

Sitting  alone  in  the  twilight 
In  a  little  old  rocking  chair. 

Her  hands  were  folded  in  her  lap, 
One  hand  gnarled  in  the  fading  light, 

And  she  was  softly  singing, 

"Where  is  my  wandering  boy,  tonight 
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"Where  is  my  wandering  boy,  tonight?" 

The  poor  old  mother  sang; 
And  the  sound  of  her  thin  and  quivering  voice 

Sent  to  my  heart  a  pain. 

And  does  that  wandering  boy,  tonight, 

Think  of  his  mother,  too; 
And  that  poor  old  lonely  aching  heart 

Whose  years  of  life  are  few? 

However,  wherever  you  roam,  my  lad, 

Come  to  your  mother  awhile; 
And  sit  with  her  in  the  twilight, 

And  bring  to  her  lips  a  smile. 

"Where  is  my  wandering  boy,  tonight?" 

That  yearning,  tragic,  sad  refrain 
Will  ring  down  thru  the  ages, 

The  token  of  a  mother's  pain. 


US  MORTALS 

Us  mortals  are  the  limit, 

I  never  saw  such  guys, 
We  don't  know  hardly  nothin' 

But  think  we're  doggoned  wise, 
We  do  such  silly  brainless  things 

And  dress  in  fancy  clothes, 
Or  drive  a  car  at  eighty  per 

With  one  hand  in  a  doze. 

We  fool  with  guns  and  cannon, 

Shoot  ourselves  or  friends, 
Or  else  we  rock  a  leaky  boat 

And  duck  a  couple  wrens; 
We  play  with  fire  or  matches 

And  set  the  place  on  fire, 
Or  else  forget  our  manners 

And  call  a  cop  a  liar. 
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We  know  a  bit  about  the  sun, 

And  some  about  the  tide, 
And  we  can  fix  a  feller  up 

When  he  gets  pains  inside; 
We  can  verse  in  many  lingos, 

And  sound  the  mighty  deep, 
But  still  we  cannot  figger 

Just  why  should  mortals  weep. 

Why  must  we  moan  and  suffer 

With  aches  and  pains  galore? 
Why  must  we  sigh  with  sorrow 

When  good  friends  come  no  more? 
That  there  is  a  question 

As  yet  beyond  surmise, 
We  do  not  know  the  answer 

But  think  we're  doggoned  wise. 


JUST  LAUGHIN' 

I  sure  do  have  to  chuckle, 
When  I  think  about  the  way 

In  which  we  sling  the  English 
In  the  good  old  U.  S.  A. 

You  grab  a  john  along  the  drag, 
"Where  you  think  you're  wadin'?" 

"Down  the  stem  to  kick  a  heel, 
And  I  gotta  be  a-fadin'." 

Another  gink  will  yell  at  you, 
"How  be  they  hittin',  guy?" 

"Not  so  good,  I'm  tellin'  you, 
I'm  sittin'  off  the  pie." 

You  wanna  get  the  low  down  bad, 
And  all  the  info's  missin'; 

You  ask  a  guy  to  spill  the  dirt, 
And  he  tosses  you  a  listen. 
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You  meet  a  tramp  around  the  joint, 
Who  sinks  you  for  the  spuds; 

You  take  your  shirtee  to  the  chink, 
And  he  soaks  you  for  the  duds. 

It  surely  is  a  howl,  and  how! 

The  way  we  sling  the  slang; 
When  we  are  wising  up  the  world, 

Or  chinning  with  the  gang. 


MAN'S  BEST  FRIEND 

He  was  just  a  little  doggie, 
Trotting  slowly  down  the  way; 

He  looked  a  trifle  lonesome 
So  I  bid  him  glad  good  day. 

He  wagged  his  tail  with  pleasure, 
His  eyes  were  filled  with  glee; 

For  he  recognized  a  brother 
When  he  took  a  look  at  me. 

Just  a  pair  of  drifters, 

Upon  the  sea  of  time; 
Shipmates  on  the  bark  of  life, 

Poor  little  friend  of  mine. 

Why  should  a  man  kick  a  doggie, 

Or  treat  him  with  cruelty? 
Did  he  ever  pause  to  consider 

A  dog  may  be  much  better  than  he? 

He  has  all  man's  virtues, 

Without  his  vices  and  shame; 
He  can  sit  beside  the  martyrs, 

And  ask  no  tithe  of  fame. 

So  here's  to  the  poor  little  doggie, 

Homeless,  friendless,  and  starving  alone. 

He  asks  man  only  for  kindness, 

And  man  casts  at  the  doggie  a  stone. 
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POEMS  OF  GYPSY 
LAND 


TRAILIN1 


When  you're  feelin'  sort  o'  weary, 

And  you  want  a  change  of  scene, 
And  you're  longin'  for  the  rivers, 

And  the  woods  and  fields  of  green. 
Get  yourself  a  trailer 

And  be  a  gypsy  guy, 
And  go  trailin'  in  your  trailer 

Out  beneath  the  open  sky. 

You  can  roam  around  the  country 

As  they  did  in  days  of  yore; 
And  your  heart  will  be  a  singin' 

As  it  never  sang  before. 
For  I  tell  you,  boy,  it's  restful 

'Neath  the  skies  of  azure  blue; 
And  the  woods  so  green  and  fragrant 

With  the  sun  a-shinin'  through. 

You  can  camp  upon  the  mountain, 

You  can  camp  upon  the  plain; 
You  can  camp  beside  the  river, 

Or  a  field  of  growin'  grain. 
And  the  breezes  seem  to  whisper 

As  you  roll  along  the  way; 
And  if  you  stop  to  listen, 

You  can  hear  them  softly  say: 

"Trailin'  in  your  trailer, 

Through  the  woods  and  fields  and  dales; 
Trailin'  in  your  trailer, 

O'er  the  fork'd  and  winding  trails." 
And  it  fills  your  heart  with  gladness, 

And  it  makes  you  feel  real  grand; 
As  you're  trailin'  in  your  trailer 

O'er  the  trails  of  gypsy  land. 
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RAINBOW  LAND 


When  you're  trailin'  in  your  trailer 
'Neath  skies  of  cloudy  gray; 

And  the  air  is  kind  o'  misty 

O'er  the  long  and  winding  way. 

You  can  pull  up  by  the  wayside 
In  a  quiet  sheltered  nook, 

And  listen  to  the  singin' 
Of  the  little  ramblin'  brook. 

You  can  lay  around  a-snoozin' 
In  your  comfy  trailer  bed; 

And  listen  to  the  drummin' 
Of  the  raindrops  overhead. 

While  thru  the  open  winder 

Comes  a  moist  and  coolin'  breeze; 

Wafted  in  from  o'er  the  meadows, 
Thru  the  damp  and  fragrant  trees. 

And  when  it  stops  a-rainin' 
You  can  take  the  trail  again; 

And  the  world  is  fresh  and  smilin' 
From  it's  recent  bath  o'  rain. 

And  the  birds  are  sweetly  singin' 

As  you  go  trailin'  by; 
And  to  cap  the  lovely  climax, 

There's  a  rainbow  in  the  sky. 

Oh,  I  tell  you,  boy,  it's  glorious! 

And  it  makes  you  feel  real  grand; 
When  you're  trailin'  in  your  trailer 

On  a  rainy  day  in  gypsy  land. 


70 


STREAM  LAND 


When  you're  campin'  by  the  river 
Where  the  rippling  waters  flow, 

It  sure  is  sweet  and  restful 
In  the  twilight's  afterglow. 

And  to  smell  the  boilin'  coffee 
In  the  battered  drinkin'  can, 

And  the  odor  of  the  bacon 
As  it's  sizzlin'  in  the  pan. 

And  the  moist  and  meller  breezes, 
Bringing  woodland  scents  to  you, 

Pennyroyal  and  fragrant  cedar 
All  mixed  up  with  fallin'  dew. 

And  the  whipperwill's  a-singin' 
In  a  cadence  sweet  and  low, 

And  the  shadders  in  the  water 
Swayin'  gently  to  and  fro. 

And  to  have  your  pal  beside  you 

Sitting  quiet  as  can  be; 
When  suddenly  you  hear  him  say: 

"Boy,  this  is  the  life  for  me!" 

And  you  sit  around  a-talkin' 
Till  it's  gettin'  kind  o'  late; 

And  the  moon  peeps  o'er  the  tree  tops 
Like  a  great  big  golden  plate. 

Oh,  I  tell  you,  boy,  it's  glorious, 
And  it  makes  you  feel  real  grand; 

As  you're  campin'  in  the  moonlight, 
Along  the  streams  of  gypsy  land. 
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TOP  O'  GYPSY  LAND 


When  you're  trailin'  through  the  mountains 

Where  the  stately  eagles  fly, 
You  behold  the  lofty  summits 

Lost  amid  the  cloudlands  high. 

And  them  mighty  piles  of  granite 
Seem  to  laugh  at  guys  like  you; 

And  you  feel  so  small  and  humble 
As  you  gaze  up  in  the  blue. 

While  them  ragin'  mountain  torrents 

Make  your  heart  go  "Bump-bump-bump/* 

And  you  want  to  hold  to  somethin' 
Like  a  trailer  or  a  stump. 

You  go  trailin'  through  the  canyons 

And  up  the  steep  defiles; 
And  when  you  reach  an  opening 

You  can  see  for  miles  and  miles. 

While  the  sun  is  shining  brightly 
On  the  white  and  glistening  snow; 

It  reflects  the  rainbow  colors 
On  the  timber  lines  below. 

And  it  gives  you  a  glorious  feeling, 
Such  as  ne'er  experienced  before; 

And  you  wish  you  was  a  poet 

That  your  soul  you  might  outpour. 

You  would  tell  about  the  beauty 

That  is  rife  on  every  hand 
As  you're  trailin'  in  your  trailer 

O'er  the  top  o'  gypsy  land. 
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PHILOSOPHIZIN' 


FAITH 


It  takes  a  lot  of  faith,  my  friend, 

To  live  this  life  of  ours; 
It  helps  to  lighten  heavy  loads, 

The  dull  and  lonesome  hours. 

It's  faith  that  makes  the  taters  grow, 

And  faith  to  eat  the  same; 
And  faith  will  make  a  feller  bust 

Into  the  Hall  of  Fame. 

And  faith  will  make  you  sign  your  name, 
Upon  a  gabby  stranger's  check; 

And  faith  will  sort  o'  ease  the  shock 
When  it  bounces  back  upon  your  neck. 

And  faith  will  make  a  feller  ask 

A  gal  to  be  his  wife; 
And  it  sure  does  take  a  lot  of  faith 

To  live  a  quiet,  happy  wedded  life. 

Or  when  a  loved  one  passes  on. 
And  is  placed  beneath  the  sod; 

It's  faith  that  helps  you  carry  on, 
And  makes  you  still  believe  in  God. 

And  if  you  haven't  got  no  faith, 

You  just  hain't  got  a  thing; 
And  3'ou  will  never  make  the  grade, 

Nor  hear  the  angels  sing. 


HOPE 

You  can  take  a  feller's  money, 

Or  with  his  wife  elope; 
You  can  swipe  his  car  or  laundry, 

But  you  cannot  grab  his  hope. 

His  house  may  burn  to  ashes, 
His  friends  go  galley- west; 

His  business  all  go  busted, 

But  there's  hope  still  in  his  chest. 
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His  health  may  go  to  pieces, 

His  dog  be  feeling  ill; 
But  it  don't  make  any  difference, 

That  guy  is  hoping  still. 

He  is  hoping  in  the  future 
He'll  get  a  better  break; 

He  is  hoping,  hoping,  hoping, 
As  long  as  he's  awake. 

For  it's  hope  that  beats  the  jinx 
And  helps  you  make  the  grade; 

It  lights  the  rugged  pathway, 
And  makes  all  troubles  fade. 

For  hope  is  like  a  river, 

That  boils  up  while  it  flows; 

It  keeps  a  guy  from  sinking, 
It  helps  him  bear  his  woes. 


A  NEW  YEAR'S  THOUGHT 

There  ain't  no  use  a-knockin', 
There  ain't  no  use  to  be  glum; 

There  ain't  no  use  a-yellin' 
'Cause  things  are  on  the  bum. 

The  whole  world's  made  o'  critters 

Just  like  you  an'  I, 
'Nd  if  things  ain't  what  they  orter  be 

Why  blame  the  other  guy? 

He's  sure  to  have  some  trouble, 
Maybe  more  than  we  'nd  us; 

So,  take  your's  standin'  like  a  man, 
'Nd  don't  lay  down  and  cuss! 

For  we  can't  always  be  a  winner, 

We  gotta  take  the  gaff; 
And  the  world  sure  likes  a  feller, 

Who  can  take  his  with  a  laugh. 
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SNOOZE 


When  you're  feelin'  sort  o'  blooie, 
And  you  want  to  sigh  and  moan; 

Don't  blame  it  on  somebody  else — 
The  fault  is  all  your  own. 

It  ain't  the  world,  old  timer, 

It  ain't  the  other  guy; 
It's  just  yourself,  I'm  tellin'  you, 

That  wants  to  make  you  cry. 

You  see,  my  friend,  it's  this  here  way, 

We  like  ourselves  too  well; 
And  when  things  ain't  what  they  orter  be, 

We're  want  to  rave  and  yell. 

It's  just  that  feller  known  as  US, 
That's  giving  us  the  dickens; 

He's  the  guy  that  makes  us  blue, 
And  hands  us  all  our  lickin's. 

So,  when  you're  feelin'  sort  o'  blooie, 
And  you  want  to  cry  and  weep, 

Just  take  a  snooze,  old  timer, 

You  can't  be  blue  when  you're  asleep! 

WANT  A  FRIEND? 

It  doesn't  make  no  difference 

If  you  hain't  got  any  style, 
You  won't  be  short  o'  friendship 

If  you've  got  a  pleasant  smile. 

You  don't  have  to  be  a  copper 

With  a  lot  of  pep  and  snap; 
You  can  always  grab  a  brother 

With  a  smile  upon  your  map. 

You  can  be  as  strong  as  Sampson, 
Or  be  numbered  with  the  weak; 

But  you  still  can  hold  a  comrade 
With  a  dimple  in  your  cheek. 
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And  when  things  ain't  what  they  orter, 
And  you'd  like  to  try  and  win; 

You  can  always  find  a  helper 
With  a  grin  upon  your  chin. 

For  I'm  telling  you,  my  brother, 

And  you,  my  sisters,  too; 
It  ain't  hard  to  make  a  friend 

With  just  a  smile  or  two. 


GUIDEPOSTS 

A  man  may  have  a  lot  of  nerve, 
And  heaps  and  heaps  of  sand; 

And  he  may  have  a  lot  of  friends, 
And  talk  real  big  and  grand. 

He  may  have  a  lot  of  money, 

And  also  have  the  looks; 
And  be  wise  and  shrewd  and  crafty, 

And  know  a  lot  from  books. 

But  if  he  hasn't  got  a  dream, 

He  simply  "no  can  do," 
For  he  is  just  a  sailless  ship, 

And  lacks  a  rudder,  too. 

He's  just  a  drifter  o'er  life's  sea, 

Without  a  map  or  chart; 
And  he  can  never  reach  a  port, 

Because  he'll  never  start. 

For  you  must  have  a  dream  to  guide, 
Your  footsteps  on  the  trail; 

And  though  your  dream  may  be  in  vain, 
You  still  can  try  and  fail. 

So  always  have  a  couple  dreams, 
No  matter  if  they're  small; 

Tis  better  far  to  dream  and  fail, 
Than  have  no  dream  at  all. 
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SEEKING  BEAUTY 


The  foolish  man  set  out  to  see 

The  mountain,  plains,  and  rolling  sea; 

Thinking,  no  doubt,  there  was  no  joy 

In  beholding  the  scenes  he'd  known  as  a  boy. 

But  he  didn't  go  far  for  the  matter  of  that 

For  there's  even  beauty  in  a  river  flat. 

He  strolled  along  toward  the  sunny  South 

Seeking  anon  the  river's  mouth. 

He  wandered  along  till  eventide 

Beholding  beauty  on  every  side. 

At  last  he  came  to  a  cottage  small, 

Nestling  among  the  trees  so  tall. 

A  man  was  sitting  beside  the  door, 

And  children  were  playing  on  the  earthen  floor. 

And  as  they  sat  there  in  the  gloaming, 

He  told  them  of  his  past  day's  roaming 

O'er  boundless  plain  and  rolling  deep, 

Until  the  world  was  wrapped  in  sleep. 

And  oh!  'Twas  such  a  lovely  sight! 

The  earth  was  bathed  in  the  moon's  soft  light; 

And  as  they  gazed  on  that  wondrous  scene, 

Their  hearts  grew  glad  and  their  souls  serene. 

For  something  in  that  deep  blue  vault 

Seemed  to  say,  "It's  mortals'  fault 

If  at  times  we're  sorely  tried, 

And  lose  our  faith  in  Him  who  died." 

For  how  could  they  the  Saviour  doubt 

With  all  that  beauty  thereabout? 

And  "a  still  small  voice"  seemed  to  say, 

"This  beauty  will  be  eclipsed  by  day!" 

Oh,  the  world's  all  right,  it's  only  we 

Who  are  too  selfish  and  blind  to  see. 
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GOOD  MORNING 


Do  you  ever  arise  in  the  morning 
With  a  grouch  and  a  baleful  glare; 

Complain  about  your  breakfast, 
And  rant  at  your  load  of  care? 

What  a  way  to  start  the  morning, 
What  a  way  to  leave  your  home! 

Frowning  at  your  friend's  "Good  Morning," 
As  you  grumble  and  growl  out  your  own. 

That  isn't  the  proper  spirit,  old  man, 

You're  not  playing  the  game; 
We  must  all  get  up  in  the  morning, 

And  all  of  us  are  feeling  the  same. 

So  smile  at  your  friend  and  neighbor, 
Say  "Hello"  to  the  man  on  your  way; 

It  gives  you  a  glad  hearty  feeling, 
And  helps  to  cheer  the  whole  day. 

We  all  have  our  cares  and  our  sorrows, 
We  all  have  Old  Trouble  in  tow; 

And  you  show  your  real  worth,  my  friend, 
When  you  smile  and  say  "Hello." 

POLITENESS 

In  going  'round  your  daily  chores, 
Or  just  a-chasin'  pleasures  like; 

One  thing  that  helps  a  feller  out, 
Is  when  he  is  polite. 

A  smile  will  do  a  lot  for  you, 

A  kind  word  softty  spoken; 
A  friendly  pat  upon  the  back, 

Will  help  a  guy,  no  jokin'. 

You  see,  my  friend,  it's  this  here  way, 

We're  in  too  big  a  hurry; 
We  go  shovin',  pushin',  growlin'  'round, 

And  never  give  a  worry. 
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But,  them  there  folks  we  push  around 
Have  feelin's  just  like  you  or  I; 

And  if  you  get  too  doggoned  tough, 
You  may  get  it  in  the  eye. 

But  when  you  smile,  and  say  "Hullo!'7 
Or  wish  a  friend  "Good-day!" 

You'll  get  a  lot  of  things,  my  friend, 
You'll  never  get  no  other  way. 

For  there  is  nothin'  finer,  boy, 
Than  a  feller  who  is  "white;" 

Who  doesn't  think  that  he's  the  works, 
And  treats  a  guy  polite. 


THANK  YOU 

When  a  feller  does  you  favors, 
And  he's  friendly  all  the  while, 

Don't  forget  to  mention  "Thanks," 
And  do  it  with  a  smile. 

He'll  like  you  all  the  better, 

And  he  never  will  forget; 
For  it  fills  his  heart  with  pleasure, 

When  you  thank  him,  you  can  bet. 

For  a  feller  likes  a  feller, 

Who  thanks  him  when  he's  kind; 
And  he'll  think  you  are  the  pumpkins 

And  are  cultured  and  refined. 

And  that  man  will  do  you  favors 
He  never  would  have  done; 

For  he  knows  that  you  will  thank  him 
And  another  friend  you've  won. 

So  remember,  boys,  your  manners, 

No  matter  what  you  do; 
Don't  forget  to  be  polite, 

And  always  say  "Thank  you!" 
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SHACKLES 


The  chain  that  shackles  the  souls  of  men 

Is  wrought  by  the  smithy  of  life; 
And  the  smithy  who  fashions  the  chain  is  YOU, 

Will  you  weld  it  of  love  or  of  strife? 

Will  it  be  forged  in  the  fires  of  lust  or  of  hate, 

And  tempered  with  laughter  or  tears? 
Will  it  be  tested  with  honor  and  truth, 

And  welded  with  courage  or  fears? 

Will  it  be  fashioned  with  envy  or  greed, 
Will  it  be  shaped  with  a  frown  or  a  smile? 

Will  it  be  pattern 'd  from  scorn  or  from  praise, 
Or  twisted  with  sneers  or  with  guile? 

Will  it  be  strengthened  with  hope  or  with  faith, 

And  measured  with  goodness  or  lies? 
And  will  it  be  hammered  with  pain  or  with  grief, 

And  polished  with  pleasure  or  sighs? 

The  chain  that  shackles  the  souls  of  men 

Is  told  on  the  anvil  of  destiny; 
And  the  chain  may  be  clothed  with  what  you  will, 

The  threads  of  ignomy  or  the  garlands  of  immortality. 

SOLO  OR  CHORUS? 

Life  is  what  we  make  of  it, 

No  matter  what  they  say, 
A  raging,  howling  storm  of  woe, 

Or  it  can  be  a  holiday! 

If  you'd  lead  a  dreary  one, 

Just  sit  around  and  howl, 
Tell  the  pop-eyed  world  it's  cracked, 

And  groan  around  and  growl. 

But  if  you'd  lead  a  cheery  one, 

You've  got  to  do  your  best, 
You've  got  to  meet  the  world  half  way 

With  many  a  smile  and  jest. 
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You're  sittin'  pretty  with  a  smile, 
And  all  the  world  will  coo, 

But  if  you  want  to  be  a  flop, 
You  got  to  flop  with  YOU. 


BE  A  FRIEND 

When  you  see  somebody 

Whose  head  is  bowed  with  keer, 
With  eyes  that's  kind  o'  misty 

And  a  heart  that's  full  o'  feer — 
Why,  a  hand  upon  their  shoulder 

And  a  kindly  "Howdy  do!" 
Will  kind  o',  sort  o'  help  'em, 

And  give  'em  strength  anew. 

For  I've  learned  this  to  be  a  fact, 

When  the  sky  is  bleek  and  dreer, 
A  person's  powerful  lonesome 

Without  some  friend  or  kindred  near. 
So  when  you  see  somebody 

With  a  heart  that's  full  o'  woe, 
Be  a  true  and  "friendly"  friend, 

And  just  kindly  say  "Hello!" 

G'WAN  AN'  DO  IT! 

No  matter  what  the  job  may  be, 

Or  if  it's  over  hard, 
G'wan  an'  do  it  just  the  same, 

And  do  not  play  the  coward. 

What  matter  if  you  aren't  paid, 

Or  that  there  is  no  crowd? 
Do  the  job  an'  do  it  right, 

An'  do  yourself  real  proud! 

So  when  you  have  a  job  to  do, 

Be  yours  to  do  it  well, 
And  when  the  job  is  all  washed  up, 

You'll  sure  be  feelin'  swell. 
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BUM  STORIES  THAT  GET 
THE  JACK 


THE  SOB  SISTER 


She  said  that  she  was  single, 

Lowered  her  eyes  and  sighed; 
She'd  been  promised  to  a  preacher 

But  the  poor  guy  had  up  and  died. 
She'd  never  had  no  children 

And  her  heart  was  like  a  log, 
And  all  her  love  was  lavished 

Upon  a  yellow  dog. 

She  had  no  kith  or  kindred, 

No  place  to  lay  her  head, 
She  was  just  a  friendless  orphan 

And  wished  that  she  was  dead. 
She  had  no  work  or  money, 

Only  the  clothes  upon  her  frame, 
She  suffered  pangs  of  hunger, 

It  surely  was  a  shame. 

Her  hair  was  curly  golden, 

Her  eyes  were  deeply  blue, 
And  it  burned  your  ears  with  misery 

When  she  turned  her  orbs  on  you. 
She  was  pretty  as  a  picture, 

And  oh  baby!  What  a  frame! 
A  little  piece  of  lettuce, 

And  Dolly  was  her  name. 

You  felt  so  very  sorry, 

YQu'd  see  what  you  could  do; 
You  were  going  out  for  groceries. 

Would  she  store  some  chow  with  you 
You  wasn't  workin'  steady 

And  rather  short  of  jack, 
But  you  still  could  spare  a  fiver, 

And  she  needn't  pay  it  back. 

She  looked  so  very  ducky 
As  she  stored  away  the  "fin," 

You  were  just  the  sweetest  mortal 
And  she  stroked  your  manly  chin. 
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You'd  get  her  friends  and  work 

Somewhere  to  cheer  her  lonely  heart, 

She  said  you  needn't  bother, 
You'd  surely  done  your  part. 

Then  she  said  she  must  be  going, 
And  pursed  her  pretty  mouth; 

Stepped  into  a  waiting  car, 

And  the  girl  and  your  "fin"  went  south. 


TAPS 

He  said  he'd  been  a  soljer 

And  fit  with  might  and  main, 
But  had  got  it  in  the  ankle 

And  had  to  use  a  cane. 
He'd  marched  with  General  Pershing 

Acrost  the  burning  sand, 
And  licked  a  lot  o'  Greezers 

Along  the  Rio  Grande. 

Then  he'd  sailed  acrost  the  ocean 

To  the  war-torn  Western  Front, 
Had  lived  in  muddy  trenches 

And  done  his  manly  stunt. 
He'd  been  gassed  and  shocked  and  wounded, 

He'd  been  starved  and  nearly  froze, 
He'd  slept  along  the  roadside 

With  cooties  in  his  clothes. 

He'd  fit  for  flag  and  country 

And  suffered  untold  pain, 
In  the  blistering  heat  of  summer, 

In  the  snow  and  in  the  rain. 
His  heart  and  lungs  were  shaky, 

His  nerves  and  stomach  shot, 
His  mind  was  kind  o'  haywire 

And  his  spine  was  not  so  hot. 
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He'd  been  kicked  out  of  the  army 

When  he  broke  his  ankle  bone, 
He  had  no  home  or  money 

And  lived  his  life  alone; 
Could  you  spare  a  little  change 

To  help  him  on  his  way? 
He  was  trudging  toward  the  westward 

To  a  friend  in  Iowa. 

You  felt  so  doggoned  sorry, 

You'd  been  a  soljer,  too; 
You  knew  what  he  had  suffered, 

You  knew  what  he'd  been  through. 
You  gave  the  guy  a  " tenner" 

And  took  his  shaking  hand, 
Slapped  him  on  the  shoulder 

And  said,  "Sure,  I  understand!" 

You  took  him  for  some  groceries, 

He  stored  a  lot  of  pork; 
Then  grabbed  an  East  bound  rattler 

Whose  next  stop  was  New  York. 


DIAMONDS  AND  PEARLS 

He  walked  into  a  grocery 

And  glanced  around  the  place, 
He  looked  a  trifle  seedy 

With  a  lean  unshaven  face; 
He  would  like  a  sack  o'  smokin' 

With  which  to  roll  his  own, 
He  also  asked  for  matches 

In  a  low  and  humble  tone. 

He  rolled  a  smoke  and  lit  it, 

Then  turned  as  if  to  go, 
"By  the  way,  is  there  employment 

For  a  guy  who  needs  the  dough?" 
He  used  to  be  a  lawyer 

Way  out  west  in  Iowa, 
But  his  dreams  had  all  been  blighted, 

His  hopes  had  gone  astray. 
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Here  he  opened  wide  his  collar 

And  fumbled  out  a  string, 
That  hung  around  his  scrawny  neck — 

And  disclosed  a  diamond  ring; 
He  held  it  up  before  their  gaze, 

Shook  his  head  and  sighed, 
Pressed  it  to  his  trembling  lips — 

And  placed  it  again  inside. 

He  had  bought  that  ring  one  Christmas 

For  a  little  blue-eyed  girl, 
With  rosy  cheeks  and  dimples, 

Her  name  was  little  Pearl. 
They'd  been  engaged  for  several  years 

And  planned  that  they  would  wed; 
But  another  feller  had  beat  his  time, 

He  mourned  and  shook  his  head. 

Then  he  slapped  his  hand  upon  his  thigh. 

Then  tore  the  cord  asunder, 
"I  will  not,  I  cannot  stand  no  more, 

I'll  ditch  that  rock,  by  thunder! 
I've  starved  and  froze  and  done  without. 

But  kept  that  doggoned  ring, 
I  hain't  a-goin'  to  stand  no  more, 

I  just  don't  give  a  ding!" 

He  cast  the  ring  with  the  broken  string 

Upon  a  box  of  cheese, 
"To  heck  with  all  this  foolishness, 

She's  yours  for  what  you  please!" 
The  grocer  held  it  to  the  light, 

The  stone  was  bright  and  sunny, 
He  gave  the  feller  twenty  bucks, 

It  surely  was  a  honey. 

The  feller  hastened  out  the  door, 

And  joined  two  other  men; 
"I  gyped  that  sap  for  twenty  bucks, 

For  that  there  five  an'  ten." 
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TRAMPS  AND  SCAMPS 


He  was  sitting  by  the  roadside 

Upon  a  rotten  log, 
And  sitting  there  beside  him 

Was  a  lean  and  hungry  dog; 
The  dog  was  kind  of  lousy, 

His  tail  was  full  of  tares, 
And  the  fellow  sure  looked  seedy, 

His  face  was  full  of  cares. 

He  asked  a  passing  farmer 

For  a  match  to  light  his  pipe, 
"Those  apples  sure  look  tasty," 

He  wondered  if  they  were  ripe; 
He  was  hungry,  tired  and  footsore, 

The  doggy  was  the  same, 
They'd  been  walking  all  the  morning 

And  both  were  very  lame. 

He'd  been  having  lots  of  trouble 

With  his  liver  and  his  back, 
He  couldn't  do  no  labor 

Or  his  poor  old  joints  would  crack; 
He  had  no  home  or  money, 

None  on  whom  he  might  depend, 
Except  this  lousy  doggie 

Who  was  his  only  friend. 

He  was  taken  to  the  farm  house 

And  given  quite  a  feed, 
You  see,  the  farmer  thought, 

"A  friend  in  need  is  a  friend  indeed." 
The  farmer  went  about  his  work 

And  found  on  coming  back, 
The  dog  had  killed  a  chicken 

And  the  guy  had  swiped  his  jack. 
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THE  COMMUN  PEEPUL 


He'd  been  asked  to  run  for  office 

To  save  his  feller-man, 
From  them  awful  crooks  and  grafters 

Who  was  livin'  off  the  land; 
He  didn't  care  for  money, 

He  asked  no  boon  or  fame, 
But  to  serve  the  commun  peepul 

Was  his  only  hope  and  aim. 

He'd  lower  the  peepul's  taxes, 

He'd  right  his  country's  wrongs, 
He'd  impale  them  crooks  and  grafters 

On  a  pair  of  burning  prongs; 
He  knew  just  what  was  needed, 

He  knew  what  should  be  done, 
And,  by  cracky,  he  would  do  it, 

Before  another  sun. 

For  he  loved  the  commun  peepul, 

Folks  like  me  an'  you, 
He  had  a  wife  and  children 

And  he  wasn't  well-to-do; 
He'd  give  each  man  a  kingdom, 

He'd  get  each  dog  a  bone, 
And,  by  gosh,  he  wasn't  kidding, 

He'd  do  the  job  alone. 

So,  elect  him  to  the  office, 

He  was  the  peepul's  friend, 
He'd  pass  some  laws  and  measures 

So  this  awful  graft  would  end; 
For  the  way  them  crooks  and  grafters 

Was  doin'  was  a  crime, 
But  he  was  for  the  peepul, 

First,  last,  and  all  the  time. 

He  got  the  public  office, 

And  all  he  did  was  stall; 
He  swiped  the  people's  taxes 

And  did  no  good  at  all. 
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SAPS  AND  CRAPS 


He  was  standing  on  the  corner, 

His  shoulders  slightly  bent, 
His  hat  was  badly  battered 

And  his  clothes  were  torn  and  rent: 
It  was  on  a  Sabbath  morning, 

The  day  was  bright  and  fair, 
The  churchbells  softly  ringing, 

Calling  folks  to  prayer. 

A  group  came  slowly  strolling 

Beneath  the  shady  trees, 
The  fellow  ambled  forward 

And  dropped  upon  his  knees. 
"Good  folks,"  he  mumbled  hoarsely, 

"Could  you  spare  a  man  a  mite, 
To  buy  myself  some  coffee 

And  perhaps  a  little  bite?" 

"My  clothes  are  torn  and  tattered, 

My  hair  is  streaked  with  gray, 
But  I  used  to  go  to  worship 

In  a  bygone  better  day. 
For  my  folks  were  Christian  people 

But  died  when  I  was  young, 
And  I  am  just  a  drifter 

With  a  badly  busted  lung." 

Here,  he  paused  and  coughed  with  anguish, 

His  hand  upon  his  heart, 
And  just  to  see  that  bozo 

Would  make  the  grand  tears  start; 
They  gave  him  dimes  and  nickels 

And  a  brand  new  dollar  bill, 
They  felt  so  very  sorry, 

He  really  did  look  ill. 
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He  thanked  them  for  their  kindness, 

His  smile  was  good  to  see, 
"I  wish  you  all  good  morning, 

You've  been  so  good  to  me." 
He  dodged  around  the  corner 

And  laughed  at  them  there  saps, 
And  lost  their  dimes  and  nickles 

In  a  friendly  game  of  craps. 
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SHAMROCKS 


1 


THE  SONS  OF  IRELAND 


Hear  me,  sons  of  Ireland! 

However,  wherever  you  roam; 
Come  back  to  the  Isle  of  Shamrock, 

To  your  dear  old  Irish  home! 

Why  wander  the  whole  world  over, 

Seeking  for  a  lovelier  scene, 
When  your  own  dear  land  of  Ireland 

Is  clothed  in  Shamrocks  green? 

You've  given  the  world  its  music, 
You've  supplied  it  with  its  arts; 

You've  furnished  it  great  fighters, 
But  don't  give  to  it  your  heart. 

Return  to  the  Isle  of  shamrocks, 

And  kiss  the  blarney  stone; 
Sing  your  songs  to  sweet  Colleen, 

And  let  the  world  alone. 

So  hear  me,  sons  of  Ireland! 

Come  back  and  cease  to  roam; 
And  sit  upon  the  shamrocks  green, 

And  we'll  all  sing  "Home,  Sweet  Home. 


THE  IRISH 

They  speak  in  every  jargon, 

They  live  in  every  land, 
And  if  you  want  a  brother — 

Look  up  an  Irishman. 

Their  eyes  are  blue  and  kindly, 
Their  smile  is  frank  and  true, 

They  may  be  prince  or  pauper — 
But  ye '11  find  them  gentlemen,  too. 
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Their  hearts  are  very  kindly, 
And  they'll  fight  for  ye,  me  bye! 

But  they'll  choke  ye  in  a  minute 
If  to  them  ye  try  to  lie. 

So  treat  them  fair  and  honest, 
Come  clean  to  them,  me  bye, 

And  ye'll  win  yourself  a  brother 
Till  the  day  ye  come  to  die! 


BRAGGIN' 

I  was  talkin'  to  a  Mickie 

Who  gave  me  this  to  understand, 
There  is  no  finer  country 

Than  dear  old  Ireland. 

Shamrocks  growing  in  wild  profusion, 
Over  mountain,  plain  and  strand, 

And  the  earth  is  green  as  em 'raid 
In  dear  old  Ireland. 

And  when  it  comes  to  swate  colleens 
(Here  he  kissed  his  hand), 

Ye'll  find  no  swater  women 
Than  dwell  in  Ireland. 

And  ye  cannot  beat  the  Irish 
When  it  comes  to  talkin'  grand, 

For  they  have  the  Stone  of  Blarney 
In  dear  old  Ireland. 

And  when  ye  get  to  Heaven, 
Ye'll  get  the  gladdest  hand, 

For,  begorra,  all  the  angels 
Claim  they  came  from  Ireland. 
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ATHLETIC 
DEPARTMENT 


COME  ON,  VIKINGS! 


(Tune:  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic) 

Here  at  Harmon  Field  I  sit,  watching,  Vikings,  as  you  play 
And  I  whoopie,  whoopie,  whoopie,  my  oh  my! 

And  my  heart  is  filled  with  joy,  as  I  see  you  tear  'em  up, 
And  I  wish  that  I  was  a  foot-ball  guy! 

CHORUS: 

Whoop!  Whoop!  Whoop!  I  got  to  holler, 

Come  on,  Vikings,  do  your  stuff! 
And  with  a  lot  of  pep,  you  can  score  another  gain, 

And  go  whoopie,  whoopie,  whoopie,  once  again! 


ONE  MAN  CHEER 

Co-ed!  Co-ed!  Co-ed!  I'll  tell  the  world,  and  how! 

When  it  comes  to  yellin',  you  surely  are  the  wow! 
Co-ed!  Co-ed!  Co-ed!  Whoopie,  hip,  hooray! 

You're  the  bestest  yellers  in  all  the  U.  S.  A.! 


A  LITTLE  CO-ED 

I'm  just  a  little  co-ed,  with  soft  and  roving  eye, 

But  how  I  wish  I  was  a  man,  a  great  big  football  guy! 

I'd  grab  that  ball  around  the  waist  and  walk  acrost  the  goal, 
And  if  some  guy  got  in  my  way  I  bust  him  in  the  soul. 

I'd  grab  that  guy  behind  the  ears  and  sock  him  in  the  neck, 
And  after  I  was  done  with  him  he  sure  would  be  a  wreck ! 

He  couldn't  walk,  he  couldn't  talk,  he  couldn't  nod  his  head, 
For  I  am  telling  all  the  world,  that  there  guy'd  be  dead. 
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FOOT-BALL  DAY 


Whoopie!  Whoopie!  Whoopie! 

Again  it's  foot-ball  day! 
Let's  go  out  to  Harmon  Field, 

And  see  the  Vikings  play. 

Team!  Team!  Team! 

Down  the  field  I  charge! 
Nineteen  hundred  pounds  of  pep, 

Going  good  and  large! 

Whoopie!  Whoopie!  Whoopie! 

The  Vikings  have  the  ball! 
Run  it  up!  Run  it  up! 

And  never  take  a  fall! 

Rah!  Rah!  Rah!    Rah!  Rah!  Rah! 

The  Co-eds  raise  a  row! 
Eat  'em  up!  Eat  'em  up! 

Wow!  Wow!  Wow!  Wow!  Wow! 

While  along  the  sidelines, 

Kids  like  we  and  us, 
Holler  like  the  dickens, 

And  raise  an  awful  fuss. 

Vikings!  Vikings!  Vikings! 

Hit  that  line  and  grin! 
Smash  'em  up!  And  crush  'em  up! 

And  score  another  win. 
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MEN  OF  SORTS 


THAT  KNOCKIN'  GUY 


I  was  talkin'  to  a  native 
Who  was  knocking  politics; 

He  got  all  hot  and  bothered, 

And  throwed  some  verbal  bricks. 

He  didn't  like  the  bankers, 
They  was  all  a  bunch  of  crooks 

They  got  a  feller's  money, 
Then  doctored  up  the  books. 

Next  he  booed  the  preachers, 
He  didn't  like  their  dope, 

You  couldn't  go  to  Heaven 
On  just  a  bunch  of  hope. 

He'd  see  a  girlie  passin'  by, 
And  knocked  the  women  then; 

They  was  no  good  for  nothin' 

'Cause  they  hindered  serious  men. 

And  then  he  knocked  the  knockers, 
And  I  said  I  never  should; 

'Cause  when  I  felt  like  knockin' 
I'd  knock  a  piece  of  wood. 


THE  WISE  GUY 

That  guy  was  sure  the  limit, 

When  handing  out  to  you  advice; 

He  always  knew  the  better  way, 
From  shootin'  dice  to  lookin'  nice. 

He  said  to  play  the  market, 
The  stocks  were  bound  to  rise, 

And  when  they  took  a  nose-dive, 
They  all  were  poorer,  sadder  guys. 

He  advised  a  friend  to  marry, 
A  gal  in  hotsy-totsy  togs; 

And  after  they  were  wedded, 
They  both  went  to  the  dogs. 
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He'd  give  advice  on  huntin' 
Just  when  to  fire,  and  how; 

His  instructions  all  were  followed 
And  they  bumped  a  mooly  cow. 

That  was  how  it  always  was, 
No  matter  what  you  did; 

That  there  guy  would  always  say: 
"Now  listen  to  me,  kid!" 

He  never  took  his  own  advice, 
And  lived  a  merry  life; 

'Cause  when  he  wanted  info, 
He  always  asked  his  wife. 


THE  VOLUNTEER 

I  used  to  know  a  native 

Who  never  bragged  or  sneered; 
But  when  he  heard  a  call  for  help 

He  always  volunteered. 

When  we  had  a  scrap  with  Spain, 
And  everyone  looked  skeered, 

That  there  feller  quit  his  job 
And  up  and  volunteered. 

When  the  village  had  a  fire 

And  the  need  of  men  thus  appeared ; 
That  there  feller  came  around 

And  up  and  volunteered. 

He  volunteered  for  everything, 
He  wasn't  paid  or  cheered; 

But  that  was  all  O.  K.  by  him, 
He  always  volunteered. 

He  liked  to  help  his  feller-man, 
He  never  paused  or  feared; 

So,  when  a  girl  proposed  to  him, 
He  up  and  volunteered. 
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A  MYSTERY 


He'd  wandered  to  the  village 

Many  years  before; 
And  they  called  him  "Old  Man  Tatters," 

'Cause  of  the  clothes  he  wore. 

He  asked  no  man  for  favors, 
Nor  a  boon  of  fate  implore; 

But  to  sell  his  corn  and  cabbage, 
As  he  went  from  door  to  door. 

Some  said  he'd  been  a  soldier, 

And  had  fought  throughout  the  war, 

Some  said  he'd  been  a  rustic, 
And  was  versed  in  ancient  lore. 

But  in  time  he  left  the  village, 

Along  the  river  shore; 
No  one  was  ever  found  who  knew 

Just  what  he'd  been  before. 

For  he  never  told  his  story, 
To  none  did  his  soul  outpour, 

As  to  what,  and  why,  and  when, 

And  who,  and  where  he'd  been  before. 


A  NATURAL 

I  used  to  know  a  friendly  feller, 
We  used  to  call  "Old  Pat;" 

The  ladies,  they  would  smile  at  him, 
For  he  would  always  lift  his  hat. 

Pat  was  not  a  ritzy  guy, 

He  wore  old  clothes  and  shoes; 

He'd  always  try  to  cheer  you  up 
When  you  had  the  blues. 

He'd  always  say,  "Good  morning! 

A  very  pleasant  day!" 
"How  are  all  your  folks  a-doin'?" 

I'd  often  hear  him  say. 
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He  never  had  a  tale  of  woe, 
But  to  yours  he'd  always  listen; 

When  you  was  havin'  rotten  luck, 
And  his  eyes  would  sort  o'  glisten. 

He  wouldn't  knock  another  guy, 
But  would  give  each  man  his  due; 

He  wouldn't  kick  a  homeless  dog, 
Nor  tell  a  fib  on  you. 

Some  folks,  there  were,  who  didn't  know, 
And  some  who  didn't  understand, 

That  though  old  Pat  was  just  "Old  Pat," 
He  was  also  a  natural  gentleman. 


THE  BIG  SHOT 

You've  often  heard  some  guy  remark, 

"That  job  is  out  with  me, 
You  wouldn't  ketch  me  doin'  that, 

I'm  far  too  good,  you  see. 

"Why,  man  alive,  I've  gone  to  school, 
And  smart,  and  sharp  as  tacks; 

And  I  can  tell  you  anything, 
I'm  just  plumb  full  of  facts. 

"Of  course,  my  Pa  puts  up  the  jack, 

And  earns  it  as  he  can; 
But  manual  labor's  out  with  me, 

For  I'm  a  thinkin'  man. 

"The  thought  of  work  just  makes  me  sick, 
Two  bucks  a  day  is  far  too  cheap! " 

He  says,  "I  like  to  sit  around, 
And  I  also  like  to  sleep. 
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"Some  day  I'll  take  a  high  hat  job, 
And  run  a  'Corp.'  or  two; 

And  if  it  doesn't  slip  my  mind, 
I'll  find  a  job  for  you. 

"I  can't  decide  just  what  I'll  do, 
Besides  there  is  no  hurry; 

For,  so  long  as  Pa  can  work, 
A  guy  like  me  should  worry." 


CRUST 

I  always  like  a  man  with  crust, 
He  sure  does  make  me  laugh; 

You  give  that  guy  a  mooly  cow, 
And  then  he  wants  the  calf. 

He  surely  has  a  lot  of  nerve, 
And  also  heaps  of  sand; 

If  he  gets  a  pair  of  drums, 
He  also  wants  the  band. 

You  offer  him  a  pair  of  shoes, 
And  then  he  wants  your  shirt; 

And  if  you  tell  him,  "No  can  do," 
He  feels  a  little  hurt. 

Or  if  you  let  him  have  the  car, 
To  help  him  make  a  deal; 

Then,  by  gosh,  he'll  come  around, 
And  try  to  sponge  a  meal. 

He  eats  the  neighbors'  cherries, 
And  comes  again  for  more; 

He  cuts  himself  a  bunch  of  grapes, 
And  hopes  they  don't  get  sore. 

He  wants  to  skate  upon  your  pond. 
And  then  he  wants  your  skates; 

And  if  he  goes  to  Heaven, 
He'll  want  the  pearly  gates. 
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TROUBLES 


I  was  talkin'  to  a  feller 

Who  seemed  to  have  a  grouch, 
No  matter  where  you  touched  him, 

He'd  always  holler,  "Ouch!" 

He  was  all  broke  up  and  busted, 
He  hadn't  worked  for  years, 

His  wife  had  even  left  him 

And  his  heart  was  full  of  tears. 

His  rheumatiz  was  awful, 

His  darter  had  a  spell, 
The  dog  fell  down  the  cistern — 

And  the  cat  went  down  the  well. 

I  wondered  how  he  did  it, 

Such  an  awful  grouch  and  howl, 

But  when  you  lead  a  dog's  life 
I  guess  you're  bound  to  growl. 


THE  SAPHEAD 

I  used  to  know  a  native 

Who  talked  a  lot  of  rot, 
His  jaws  was  always  working, 

He  kept  them  good  and  hot. 

You  couldn't  tell  that  guy  a  thing, 
He  always  knowed  it  first, 

And  if  to  you  he  gave  advice, 
You  always  got  the  worst. 

He'd  tell  you  what  he  "used  to  do," 
And  how  it  should  be  done, 

And  when  this  saphead  pulled  a  darb, 
It  sure  was  lots  of  fun. 

His  head  was  full  of  apple  sauce, 
And  heaps  of  funny  notions, 

His  thinker  didn't  work  at  all 

But  just  went  through  the  motions. 
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FAIRY  TALES 


THE  FAIRY  CARNIVAL 


The  stars  were  twinkling  faintly, 
The  moon  was  big  and  bright; 

And  the  fairies  held  high  carnival 
Throughout  the  summer  night. 

They  danced  on  silver  moonbeams, 

Or  teased  the  baby  stars; 
And  they  played  with  little  zephyrs, 

That  came  floating  down  from  Mars. 

They  bathed  in  pools  of  moonlight, 
To  wash  the  Stardust  from  their  hair; 

They  drank  from  out  the  dipper 
And  they  rode  the  Polar  Bear. 

They  pulled  the  tail  of  the  roaring  Bull, 
And  were  tossed  in  the  Milky  Way; 

And  there  they  played  and  sang  all  night, 
So  blithesome  and  so  gay. 

At  last  the  moon  began  to  wane, 

The  stars  began  to  fade; 
And  so  the  fairies  went  to  bed 

In  the  heart  of  a  thistle  glade. 


GARDEN  GOSSIP 

I'm  just  a  little  pansy 

And  not  so  very  strong, 
But  I  am  such  a  pretty  flower, 

It  fills  my  heart  with  song; 
I  have  so  many  colors 

I  don't  know  what  to  do, 
And  always  look  so  fresh  and  sweet 

When  I  am  moist  with  dew. 
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I'm  just  a  little  daisy, 

And  Daisy  is  my  name, 
I'm  known  in  song  and  poetry 

And  not  unknown  to  fame; 
I  have  a  little  soul-mate 

As  sweet  as  she  can  be, 
For  every  time  I  nod  to  her, 

She  nods  her  head  to  me. 

I'm  just  a  little  rose-bud, 

Dwelling  in  sweet  repose, 
But  when  my  petals  open 

I'll  be  a  blushing  rose. 
I'll  nod  and  sway  on  every  breeze 

And  lovely  scent  impart, 
Then  I'll  kiss  a  sunbeam 

And  he'll  be  my  sweetheart. 

I'm  just  a  little  lily, 

As  white  as  purest  snow, 
And  live  along  the  winding  stream 

Where  shining  waters  flow; 
The  birdies  flit  about  above 

And  sing  their  songs  to  me. 
And  so  my  little  golden  heart 

Is  filled  with  ecstacy. 

I'm  just  a  little  tulip 

That  blooms  in  early  spring, 
I  listen  to  the  birdies, 

Their  little  love  songs  sing; 
I  love  a  robin  red-breast, 

With  coat  of  shining  grey, 
He  sings  to  me  so  sweetly 

And  then  he  flits  away. 
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FLOWERS 


Flowers  are  folk  from  fairyland, 

Clothed  in  colors  gay, 
Lending  charm  to  a  lovely  scene 

Throughout  the  summer  day. 

For  in  the  warm  and  sunny  hours 
They  nod  their  heads  and  smile, 

Filling  the  air  with  fragrance, 
Growing  sweeter  all  the  while. 

They  play  with  little  sunbeams, 
Who  kiss  their  dewey  lips, 

And  when  the  bees  go  flitting  by 
They  give  them  honey  sips. 

And  in  the  hush  of  twilight, 
They  close  their  little  eyes, 

To  dream  again  of  Fairyland 
While  birdies  sing  them  lullabies. 


WHY  POPPIES  BLOOM 

I  knew  a  little  poppy 

Who  had  lived  across  the  sea; 
And  it  whispered  many  stories, 

One  of  which  it  told  to  me. 

The  guns  would  sing  in  the  morning 

Their  daily  hymn  of  hate; 
And  many  a  boy  in  khaki 

Would  meet  a  soldier's  fate. 

They  had  lived  and  loved  and  labored, 
They  had  laughed  and  sang  with  pride ; 

They  had  trod  the  path  of  glory 
With  the  Reaper  by  their  side. 

They  had  come  from  o'er  the  ocean, 
They  had  sacrificed  their  all; 

They  had  rallied  with  their  comrades, 
When  they  heard  their  country  call. 
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They  trudged  the  trails  undaunted, 
Though  perhaps  with  sobbing  breath; 

Pressing  onward,  ever  onward, 
To  their  rendevous  with  death. 

They'd  forgone  all  earthly  pleasures, 

All  the  risks  of  war  defied; 
They  sleep  among  the  poppies, 

Where  they  fought,  fell  down,  and  died. 

That  is  why  the  poppies 

Have  the  faith  to  bloom  again; 

They  have  taken  strength  and  courage, 
From  your  soldier  hero  slain. 


WEEPING  WILLOWS 

The  whippoorwills  were  singing 
In  a  cadence  sweet  and  low, 

Along  the  winding  river 

Where  the  weeping  willows  grow. 

The  moon  was  newly  risen 

In  a  sky  of  velvet  blue, 
And  it's  beams  of  mellow  golden 

Shone  where  weeping  willows  grew. 

The  wind  was  blowing  softly 
In  the  reeds  along  the  shore, 

And  the  silver  waters  rippled 

Where  the  willows  weep  forevermore. 

All  the  world  was  hushed  and  quiet, 
Wrapt  in  twilight's  fragrant  sleep, 

Along  the  shining  waters 

Where  the  weeping  willows  creep. 

And  my  soul  was  sweetly  tranquil 
With  a  wondrous  peace  new-born, 

As  the  whippoorwills  were  singing 
Where  the  weeping  willows  mourn. 
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FAIRY  GOSSIP 


I  was  talking  to  a  fairy 

Whom  I'd  known  for  years  and  years, 
And  she  told  me  wondrous  stories 

That  not  every  mortal  hears. 

Also,  she  bid  me  visit, 

With  her  in  Fairyland; 
And  I  glimpsed  the  hidden  beauties 

That  were  rife  on  every  hand. 

I  was  greeted  by  the  fairies 
With  smiles  and  glad  adieu; 

For  they  knew  I  loved  their  people, 
And  I  knew  their  language,  too. 

I  listened  to  them,  smiling, 
As  they  told  me  merry  tales, 

About  the  foolish  mortals 

That  they  meet  along  the  trails. 

They  also  told  me  stories 

That  no  mortal  could  conceive; 

Of  the  lovely  radiant  glories 
In  the  land  of  Make-believe. 

Then  they  gathered  'round  me  gaily, 
And  sang  their  glad  refrain; 

They  wished  me  many  pleasures 
And  bid  me  come  again. 
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SMILESTONES 

OF  LIFE 


CHINS  AND  SHINS 


When  you  hear  some  feller  brag 
How  he  takes  it  on  the  chin, 

And  doesn't  give  a  whoopie — 
Just  kick  him  on  the  shin. 

That  guy  will  raise  a  holler 
You  can  hear  almost  a  mile; 

For  that  there  is  a  wallop 
He  cannot  take  and  smile. 

For  when  you  bump  your  sacred  shin, 
You  want  to  rave  and  fight; 

It  makes  you  feel  so  dad-burned  mean 
You  almost  want  to  bite. 

You  tell  the  merry  world  at  large 
That  you  have  bumped  your  shin; 

And  if  somebody  laughs  at  you, 
They  may  get  it  on  the  chin. 

You  think  your  leg  is  busted, 

Or  maybe  even  broke! 
Your  stummick  feels  so  funny, 

Perhaps  you're  gonna  choke. 

For  though  you're  made  of  martyr  stuff, 
And  can  take  it  on  the  chin; 

Don't  forget,  I'm  tellin'  you, 
That  there  ain't  your  shin. 


DOOR  JAMS 

One  thing  that  causes  folks  dismay 
Is  them  there  doors  ajar; 

That  stand  around  to  bust  a  guy 
And  knock  him  wide  and  far. 

You  go  into  a  darkened  room, 

As  many  times  before; 
And  everything  is  going  nice — 

And  then  you  crash  the  door. 
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It  hits  you  just  above  the  eye, 

You  think  it's  dynamite! 
You  see  a  couple  million  stars 

And  lots  of  other  lights. 

You  place  your  hand  upon  your  brow, 
My  gosh,  how  it  has  grown! 

You  got  a  lump  upon  your  bean 
Just  like  a  cobblestone! 

You  slam  the  door  with  vigor, 
And  rave  around  and  shout, 

About  the  door  that  stands  ajar 
To  knock  your  ear  drums  out. 

PUDDLES 

One  thing  about  a  rainy  day 

That  causes  great  distress, 
Is  them  there  puddles  on  the  walk; 

I  think  you  will  confess; 
You  trudge  along  the  puddled  walk 

And  watch  your  step  with  care, 
You  hop  and  jump  acrost  the  pools 

And  wish  they  wasn't  there. 

And  just  when  things  are  going  nice — 

You  step  into  a  pool, 
You  feel  just  like  a  little  kid 

Whose  on  his  way  to  school; 
The  water  slithers  up  your  leg, 

And  down  into  your  shoe, 
It  makes  you  feel  so  doggoned  mad 

You  don't  know  what  to  do. 

You  drag  your  soakin'  foot  along, 

You're  in  an  awful  stew, 
The  water  dampened  all  your  pep 

And  took  the  conceit  out  of  you. 
And  if  a  man  would  know  his  worth 

And  prove  it  to  his  soul, 
Just  let  him  trudge  a  puddled  walk 

And  step  into  a  water  hole. 
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HAPPY  LANDING 


You've  heard  about  the  honey  bees, 
I'll  say  that  they're  all  right, 

They  make  the  sweetest  honey, 
Toiling  from  morn'  till  night. 

But  take  a  tip  from  me,  old  pal, 
You  leave  them  bees  alone! 

They're  fast  as  light  upon  their  feet 
And  always  hold  their  own. 

You  monkey  with  them  honey  bees 
And  you  will  be  a  wreck, 

Them  guys  is  full  of  dynamite 
And  sure  can  hit  like  heck. 

I  once  got  personal  with  a  bee, 

I  never  will  fergit! 
He  made  a  happy  landing 

And  I  know  just  where  he  lit! 


STUMBLIN' 

One  thing  that  makes  a  feller  mad 
Is  when  he  stubbs  his  toe! 

It  don't  make  any  difference 
If  it  didn't  lay  him  low. 

It's  just  that  doggoned  stumble 
That  makes  him  feel  so  mean; 

It  jars  him  in  the  gizzard 
And  cramps  him  in  the  bean. 

It  sure  does  shake  a  feller  up 

And  also  hurts  his  pride; 
It  makes  the  shivvers  run  up  his  back, 

And  goose-flesh  on  his  hide. 
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A  man  may  be  a  cultured  guy, 
And  choose  his  words  with  care; 

But  when  he  stumbles,  ding  the  choice! 
He's  sometimes  heard  to  swear. 

For  when  you  take  a  stumble 
Your  heart  is  full  of  self-disgust; 

And  you  recall  that  charming  line: 
"Remember  man,  that  thou  art  dust!" 


RAKES  AND  QUAKES 

You've  read  about  explosions, 
Or  perhaps  about  a  quake, 

And  you'd  like  to  know  the  feelin'? 
Just  step  upon  a  rake! 

You'll  get  the  information, 

And  you'll  get  it  doggoned  quick! 

You'll  think  the  world  has  busted 
And  hit  you  with  a  brick. 

It  makes  your  ears  go  "ding-a-ling," 
You'll  see  some  pretty  lights; 

And  everything  goes  "La-la-la," 
Just  like  on  summer  nights. 

It  makes  you  feel  so  doggoned  mad, 
You  don't  know  what  to  do! 

To  think  that  rake  a-layin'  there 
Would  take  a  bust  at  you. 

I  never  will  forget  the  time 

I  stepp'd  upon  a  rake; 
I  thought,  by  gosh,  that  I  was  kilt, 

At  least  mixed  up  in  a  quake! 
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THUMBNAILING 


When  you  look  back  upon  the  past, 

Do  you,  my  friend,  recall 
The  time  you  hit  your  bloomin'  thumb — 

Then  left  the  hammer  fall? 

It  hurt  so  awful  doggoned  bad, 
You  thought  that  you  would  die, 

You  hopped  around  upon  your  toes 
With  moisture  in  your  eye! 

You  nursed  your  thumb  with  tenderness, 

Your  heart  was  full  of  woe, 
It  thumped,  it  burnt,  it  ached,  it  bled, 

It  sure  was  hurtin'  so! 

And  though  your  thumb  is  now  O.  K. 

I  guess  you  won't  forget 
The  time  you  hit  your  bloomin'  thumb 

And  made  your  forehead  wet! 

SHOOTIN'  PAINS 

When  I  think  about  the  sorrers 

That  beset  the  path  of  man, 
I  sometimes  stop  to  wonder 

How  a  man  can  live,  and  CAN. 

A  feller  gets  the  toothache 

And  it's  jumpin'  like  the  heck, 

It  hurts  him  in  the  tonsils 

And  his  nerves  are  all  a  wreck. 

He  doesn't  care  a  whoopie 

If  it  ain't  a-goin'  to  rain, 
Or  if  the  roof  is  leakin', 

But  please  ease  that  awful  pain. 

He  holds  his  aching  toothie 
As  he  fills  the  air  with  groans, 

His  brain  is  turning  wrong  side  out, 
He  rocks  his  head  and  moans. 
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That  man  may  be  a  scholar, 

With  attainments  grand  and  high, 

But  when  he's  got  the  toothache — 
He's  just  a  regular  guy. 


BROKEN  LACES 

When  you're  dressin'  in  a  hurry, 
And  you  do  not  mean  perhaps, 

Everything  is  bound  to  tangle, 
Or  else  your  shoestring  snaps! 

You  cannot  find  a  clean  shirt, 
There's  a  button  off  your  vest! 

And  your  neckties  are  the  blazes, 
They  must  have  all  gone  west. 

You  fix  your  broken  laces, 
And  hope  that  they  will  do; 

There  ain't  no  new  one  handy, 
There  never  is,  you  know. 

You  rummage  in  your  dresser, 

At  last  you  find  a  tie; 
It  ain't  so  very  sporty 

But  you  think  it  may  get  by. 

You  climb  into  your  best  coat, 

It's  time  for  you  at  bat; 
And  then  somebody  hollers: 

"Hey!  That  ain't  your  hat!" 

You  grind  your  teeth  with  fury. 

It's  driving  you  insane! 
And  then  to  cap  the  climax, 

Your  shoestring  breaks  again! 

You  grab  your  busted  laces, 

My  gosh!  Your  socks  ain't  mates! 

And  then  some  people  wonder 
Why  you're  late  in  keeping  dates! 
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FEMIOLOGY 


science  dealing  with  the  idiosyncrasies  of  woman) 

A  woman  sure  is  hard  to  please, 

And  that  there  ain't  no  funny  wheeze. 


ADAM  AND  EVE 


When  Adam  first  began  to  live, 

Frails  were  not  invented, 
And  after  he  had  got  his  Eve, 

His  life  was  discontented; 
For  Eve  was  like  all  other  ferns, 

Her  wants  were  never  gratified, 
No  matter  what  he  gave  that  wren, 

She  never  could  be  satisfied. 

She  nearly  drove  him  crazy 

And  got  into  his  hair, 
She  couldn't  stir  a  step  outside, 

She  had  no  clothes  to  wear; 
She  said  she  was  all  fed  up 

On  eating  cakes  and  tea, 
She  wanted  them  there  apples 

That  was  growin'  on  a  tree. 

Adam  says:  "You  better  not, 

You'll  get  the  stomach  ache!" 
But  Eve  was  like  some  other  gals, 

Always  on  the  take. 
So  she  grabbed  a  bunch  of  apples, 

As  the  story  goes 
Which  caused  a  lot  of  trouble, 

In  fact,  all  of  mankind's  woes. 


WHAT? 

I  haven't  got  a  stitch  to  wear, 

Oh  dear,  what  shall  I  do? 
A  gown  of  gray,  or  green,  or  pink, 

Or  maybe  brown,  or  blue? 
Something  nice  to  match  my  hair, 

I  really,  truly  can't  decide, 
A  pair  of  shoes  of  oxford  gray, 

And  a  hat  that's  nice  and  wide? 
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Oh,  mercy  me,  that  wouldn't  do, 

I'd  simply  look  a  sight, 
I  think  that  I  will  wear  a  dress 

That  fits  me  nice  and  tight; 
Yes,  indeed,  that  would  be  chick, 

With  ruffles  at  the  neck, 
Also  have  a  flounce  or  two, 

In  a  little  print  or  check. 

Also  have  the  waist  cut  high 

And  leave  my  shoulders  bare, 
Oh,  mercy  me,  that  wouldn't  do, 

The  naughty  men  would  stare; 
Oh  well,  I  don't  know  what  to  do, 

Oh  yes,  my  bathing  suit, 
It  fits  without  a  wrinkle 

And  makes  me  look  so  cute. 


WHICH? 

That  boy  I  met  the  other  night, 

I  thought  was  very  sweet, 
For  when  he  asked  me  for  a  dance 

He  didn't  tread  my  feet; 
His  hair  was  soft  and  wavy, 

His  eyebrows  nicely  curved, 
And  he  had  the  nicest  manners 

When  our  tea  and  cakes  were  served. 

And  that  guy  with  the  keen  blue  eye, 

Surely  had  me  sold, 
For  every  time  he  looked  at  me 

It  made  my  ears  get  cold, 
He  said  I  was  the  sweetest  frail 

He'd  ever  met  before, 
And  if  I  didn't  dance  with  him 

He'd  kick  me  out  the  door. 
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I  also  liked  the  red-head. 

He  was  so  rude  and  mean, 
He  punched  my  ribs  a  couple  times 

And  said  my  eyes  were  green; 
You  bet  I  told  him  plenty, 

He  smacked  me  on  the  cheek, 
And  when  I  turned  the  other  one, 

He  gave  my  nose  a  tweek. 

But  best  of  all  I  liked  the  boy 

Who  whispered  in  my  ear, 
He  said  the  dearest,  sweetest  things, 

That  filled  my  voice  with  tears; 
He  said  my  eyes  were  angelic, 

My  hair  was  golden  sheen, 
And  when  it  came  to  dolling  up, 

I  surely  was  a  queen. 

I  don't  know  which  I  liked  the  best, 
I  can't  make  up  my  mind; 

But  if  those  four  are  not  the  ones, 
I  want  the  other  kind. 


DOGGONE  GIRLS 

The  puppy  sat  upon  the  ground 

As  lonesome  as  could  be, 
Wondering  where,  oh  where,  in  cats, 

Was  his  charming  little  "Flea"; 
Just  then  the  girlie  ambled  up 

And  snifted  in  his  ear: 
"Oh  puppy,  puppy,  puppy  boy, 

I  think  that  you're  a  dear!" 

That  made  him  wag  his  little  tail 

And  roll  his  eyes  with  pleasure, 
"Listen,  Flea,  you  come  with  me, 

I  got  a  bit  of  treasure!" 
So  trotting  'round  into  the  yard, 

And  to  a  certain  stone, 
Diggin'  'round,  the  girlie  found, 

A  nice  big  juicy  bone. 
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She  snifted  at  it  carefully, 

"Why,  gee!  It  hasn't  any  meat!" 
"Sure,  I  know,"  says  puppy, 

"But  the  marrow's  doggone  sweet!" 
"Oh,  well,  I'm  not  so  hungry," 

She  said  and  licked  a  curl, 
"Well  dog  my  cats,"  says  puppy, 

"Ain't  that  just  like  a  girl?" 


WOMAN 

A  woman  isn't  what  she  thinks, 
But  what  she  thinks  she  ain't, 

And  a  feller's  just  a  kiddin' 

When  he  thinks  that  she's  a  saint. 

She  can't  make  up  her  mind,  you  say, 
"That  is  what's  the  matter!" 

She  thinks  she  will,  she  thinks  she  won't, 
And  then  she  starts  to  chatter. 

She  can't  decide  what  she  will  do, 

Or  if  she  can,  she  won't, 
And  if  she  thinks  she  orter, 

Then,  by  gosh,  she  don't. 

That  is  how  the  women  are, 
They  surely  are  the  funnies, 

But  I  am  asking  you,  my  friend, 
Hain't  the  women  honies? 


GIRL  TROUBLE 

He  met  her  at  a  party, 

So  gentle,  sweet  and  coy, 
That  just  to  see  the  girlie 

Filled  his  heart  with  joy; 
He  took  her  to  the  movies, 

She  loved  the  picture  show, 
He  held  her  hand  most  of  the  time 

And  did  not  see  the  show. 
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His  heart  was  making  whoopie, 

His  brain  was  all  on  fire, 
And  when  the  girlie  said  "Good-night! 

He  thought  that  he'd  expire. 
She  asked  him  would  he  call  again, 

You  bet  your  life  he  would, 
He'd  come  again  tomorrow  night, 

As  early  as  he  could. 

That  night  he  swore  that  nevermore 

He'd  bum  around  the  town, 
He'd  keep  away  from  rowdy  guys, 

And  not  act  like  a  clown; 
He'd  save  his  jack  to  buy  a  hack 

To  take  his  love  a  ride, 
They'd  roll  around  the  winding  roads 

And  view  the  countryside. 

He'd  get  a  little  cottage 

And  fix  it  up  real  nice, 
Then  his  love  could  do  her  stuff 

And  burn  the  beans  and  rice, 
And  so  on,  and  so  on, 

He  sure  did  have  it  plenty, 
Love  had  knocked  him  for  a  goal 

At  the  tender  age  of  twenty. 


OH,  GIRLS,  LOOKIE! 

I've  laughed  about  you  girlies, 
And  the  funny  things  you  do; 

And  how  you  never  can  decide, 
And  get  into  a  stew. 

But  now  my  subject's  different, 
And  I'll  give  you  girls  a  break; 

You  say,  "Oh,  please  don't  bother!" 
And,  "Oh,  for  goodness  sake!" 
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You  always  dress  so  pretty, 
So  smoothie,  slick,  and  neat; 

And  always  look  so  charming, 
From  curlies  down  to  feet. 

You  do  a  lot  of  house-work, 
And  all  you  get  is  blame; 

You  try  and  try  and  try  and  sigh, 
I  think  it's  a  doggoned  shame. 

So  here's  to  you,  sweet  girlies, 
And  the  dainty  clothes  you  wear 

Heaven  is  sure  to  be  some  place, 
With  me  and  you  girlies  there. 


FABLES 


FARMIN' 


A  guy  of  my  acquaintance 
Decided  to  raise  a  garden; 

It  was  such  a  healthy  life 

And  made  his  muscles  harden. 

He  got  a  little  garden  patch 

And  worked  with  might  and  main 

Until  his  poor  old  frame  was  rocked 
With  kinks  and  aching  pain. 

He  bought  a  lot  of  cabbage  plants 
From  a  feller  that  he  knew; 

He  planted  them  with  tenderness, 
And  how  they  grew  and  grew! 

He  bragged  about  his  cabbage, 
It  sure  did  grow  with  speed; 

A  farmer  friend  examined  it 
And  found  it  mullen  weed. 


FISHIN' 

A  native  went  up  Bear  Creek, 
He  sat  and  caught  a  whale; 

But  all  he  had  when  he  came  back 
Was  just  a  fishy  tale. 

Two  feet  long,  I  think  it  was, 
Or  maybe  three,  or  four; 

At  least  it  was  the  biggest  fish 
He'd  ever  caught  before. 

He  tied  it  with  a  cable 
To  a  sturdy  willow  tree; 

But  alas!  Upon  returning 
There  was  no  fish  to  see! 
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The  tree  was  in  the  water, 
The  cable  snapped  in  twain! 

He  said  "Gosh  darned  the  luck!" 
It  gave  him  an  awful  pain! 

This  natives  very  truthful, 

A  virtue  well  to  follow; 
But  there  are  tales  and  tales,  you  know, 

And  some  we  cannot  swallow. 


HUNTIN' 

A  feller  went  a-huntin', 

For  what,  he  didn't  know; 
He  roamed  around  the  country 

Where  the  little  bunnies  grow. 

He  saw  some  creatures  movin', 

And  fired  his  trusty  gun; 
And  all  the  bunnies  hopped  around, 

They  sure  was  havin'  fun. 

For  when  the  smoke  had  cleared  away, 

He'd  shot  a  mooly  cow; 
The  farmer  came  a-runnin' 

He  sure  did  raise  a  row! 

"You  doggoned  fool  of  a  hunter, 
You're  the  slickest  I  ever  did  see, 

You  shoot  the  cows  in  my  barnyard, 
And  the  hikkernuts  off  my  tree." 

The  feller  swore  he'd  hunt  no  more, 

His  heart  was  full  of  fear; 
And  that  is  why  I'm  grandma, 

And  you,  my  children,  all  are  here. 
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BUSY  BEES 


There  used  to  be  a  farmer 

Known  as  a  stingy  man; 
He  toiled  and  saved  his  money — 

And  then  the  fun  began. 

He  bought  a  swarm  of  honey  bees, 
And  took  them  to  the  farm; 

They  toiled  throughout  the  summer, 
They  didn't  do  no  harm. 

They  stored  a  lot  of  honey 
In  the  sunny  golden  hours; 

While  they  rested  in  the  evening, 
'Neath  the  brightly  shining  stars. 

But  the  farmer  didn't  like  it 
When  they  quit  at  close  of  day; 

He  thought  that  they  were  stalling; 
You  see,  no  work  no  pay. 

So  he  caught  a  bunch  of  fireflies, 
To  supply  the  bees  with  light; 

And  he  put  them  in  the  beehives 
So  the  bees  could  work  at  night. 


SCHOOL  BOYS  BEWARE 

There's  a  friend  of  my  acquaintance 
Who  fills  my  heart  with  joy; 

When  he  tells  about  his  struggles 
In  gaining  knowledge  when  a  boy. 

He  studied  in  the  morning, 
He  studied  late  at  night; 

He  carried  all  his  books  around 
So  that  he  could  recite. 
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He  never  would  play  hooky, 
He  never  missed  a  day; 

And  it  made  him,  oh,  so  sorry, 
When  the  teacher  was  away. 

His  fam'ly  often  told  him 
He  studied  like  a  fool; 

That  was  how  he  got  bowlegs, 
Carrying  his  books  to  school. 
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THE  WEATHER 


SPRING  FEVER 


Spring  has  come!  Spring  has  come! 

With  skies  of  smiling  blue, 
With  budding  leaves  and  growing  flowers, 

And  lots  of  things  to  do. 

We  got  to  spade  the  garden  plot 

So  that  the  weeds  can  grow, 
We  got  to  clean  around  the  house 

And  work  with  rake  and  hoe. 

A  lot  o'  guys  are  loafin'  'round 

But  we  are  workin'  hard, 
Fixin'  up  the  busted  fence, 

Or  workin'  'round  the  yard. 

Yes,  Spring  has  come  around  once  more 
With  sunshine,  clouds  and  rain, 

And  just  to  make  it  rhyme  all  'round, 
We  got  Spring  Fever  once  again. 


SUMMER 

Dreamy  old  Summer  with  nothing  to  do, 
'Cept  swattin'  flies — and  missin'  them,  too! 

You  perspire  quite  freely,  your  collar  is  damp, 
Your  clothes  are  too  heavy,  you  feel  like  a  tramp. 

The  sunburn  has  got  you,  your  skin  is  on  fire, 

You're  more  tired  in  the  morning  than  when  you  retire. 

The  skeeters  are  awful,  the  hives  are  the  heck, 
The  thought  of  a  job  is  a  pain  in  the  neck. 

So,  smilin'  old  Summer,  you  just  run  along, 

For  the  way  we  like  Summer  is:  Sing  it  in  song! 
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COOLING  REVERIES 


It  seems  to  me  but  yesterday, 
That  I  was  froze,  and  you 

Were  feeling  sort  o'  chilly 

And  your  nose  was  kind  o'  blue. 

You  said  the  cold  was  awful, 
You  longed  for  summer's  heat; 

To  warm  your  poor  old  gizzard  up 
And  thaw  your  frozen  feet. 

Today,  we  have  it  plenty, 

Is  there  anything  else  you  crave? 
Perhaps  a  touch  of  winter 

Would  make  you  yell  and  rave. 

A  wintry  wind  to  fan  your  brow, 

A  little  snow  and  ice; 
A  bit  of  frost  upon  your  nose 

Would  make  you  feel  real  nice? 

It  sure  does  strike  me  funny, 
It's  doggoned  hard  to  beat; 

Either  we  are  nearly  froze 
Or  we're  crazy  with  the  heat. 


INDIAN  SUMMER 

A  hush  lay  on  the  valley, 

Wrapped  in  mellow  golden  haze, 
All  of  Nature's  children  waiting 
For  Indian  Summer  days; 
Then  from  out  the  silence  stealing 

Like  notes  from  the  harpist's  strings, 
Came  a  fresh  and  fragrant  zephyr, 

Cool  as  that  which  morning  brings. 

The  birdies  cease  their  singing 
As  he  brings  this  glad  refrain: 

"Joy,  oh  joy,  my  children, 
Autumn  days  are  here  again!" 
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The  trees  are  all  a-flutter, 

"Oh  dear,  what  shall  we  wear? 

A  gown  of  gold  or  crimson, 
And  yellow  in  our  hair?" 

The  goldenrod  turns  yellow, 

The  birdies  sing  goodbye, 
And  the  flowers  bloom  so  gaily, 

And  pass  on  with  the  butterfly; 
For  it's  glorious  golden  Autumn 

Throughout  the  valley  fair, 
And  our  hearts  are  all  a-tingle 

In  the  bright  October  air. 


WINTER 

When  the  summer  sun  was  blazin', 

We  longed  for  winter's  chill, 
Now  we  have  it  plenty 

And  yet  we  grumble  still; 
We  used  to  perspire  freely 

And  we  wore  too  many  clothes, 
Now  we  cannot  wear  enough 

And  we  are  nearly  froze. 

The  frost-bite  has  nearly  got  us, 

Our  ears  are  most  on  fire, 
We're  colder  in  the  morning 

Than  when  we  retire; 
The  skeeters  then  were  awful, 

The  hives  were  the  heck, 
Now  we  slip  on  the  sidewalk 

And  land  upon  our  neck. 

So,  lovely  old  winter, 

We  wish  you  goodbye; 
For  the  time  we  like  winter, 

Is  on  the  Fourth  of  July. 
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RAIN 


When  the  rain  comes  for  a  visit 

With  skies  of  cloudy  gray, 
The  air  is  damp  and  misty, 

It's  quite  a  dismal  day; 
The  trees  are  dripping  with  the  rain, 

The  flowers  are  drooping,  too, 
It  seems  the  sun  has  ceased  to  be 

And  the  skies  have  lost  their  blue. 

But  there  is  beauty  to  behold 

On  a  dark  and  rainy  day, 
For  the  earth  is  clothed  in  silver  sheen. 

The  skies  are  softly  gray. 
So  when  we  have  a  cloudy  spell 

And  the  earth  is  wet  with  rain, 
Just  smile  awhile,  for  afterwhile 

The  sun  will  shine  again. 


JUNE  TIME 

When  it's  June  time  in  the  valley, 
And  all  Nature's  out  in  bloom, 

The  roses  and  the  lilacs 

Fill  the  air  with  sweet  perfume. 

The  leaves  are  all  a-flutter, 

While  whispering  breezes  blow; 

Bringing  thoughts  of  forests  fragrant 
Where  rippling  brooklets  flow. 

The  hills  are  clothed  in  em 'raid, 
'Neath  skies  of  azure  blue; 

And  all  the  world  of  Nature 
Is  very  good  to  view. 

The  sun  is  golden  splendor, 
The  days  are  warm  and  bright; 

At  night  the  valley's  fill'd  with  wonder, 
Beneath  the  moon's  soft  light. 
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HOME,  YOURS 
AND  MINE 


THE  OLD  HOME  TOWN 


It's  just  a  spot  in  the  valley, 
But  a  charming  place  to  be; 

Where  the  hills  are  gently  rolling 
Like  waves  upon  the  sea. 

The  fleecy  clouds  in  grand  array 

Go  slowly  churning  by; 
Like  sailing  ships  in  days  of  old, 

Across  the  azure  sky. 

Or  formed  behind  the  lovely  hills, 
Like  mountains  capped  with  snow; 

While  over  head  in  skies  of  blue 
Birds  go  winging  to  and  fro. 

Gorgeous  gowned  and  fragrant  flowers 
Nod  greetings  as  you  pass; 

While  stately  trees  with  dusky  shade 
Draw  pictures  on  the  grass. 

And  though  you're  native  son  or  not, 
Your  heart  will  be  a-thrill; 

In  the  after  glow  of  sunset 
Beyond  the  western  hill. 


MY  BUCKEYE  HOME 

O'er  the  hills  of  Ohio, 

Winding  stream  and  flower  strewn  vale, 
I  shall  not  forget  you,  never 

Till  my  heart  in  death  shall  fail. 

For  'twas  there  I  spent  my  childhood, 
In  woods  and  field  and  shady  dell; 

And  though  I've  wandered  off  through  manhood, 
There  at  home  I  fain  would  dwell. 
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All  I  have  in  life  I'd  give  thee, 
All  I  hope  to  be  and  more; 

Could  I  once  again  go  strolling 
'Neath  your  lovely  sycamore. 

I'd  like  to  see  my  friends  all  smiling 

So  kindly  and  so  true; 
The  rolling  hills  of  Ohio, 

And  her  bonnie  skies  of  blue. 

When  a  man  grows,  oh  so  lonely, 
So  homesick  and  so  sad; 

Just  the  sight  of  old  Ohio, 

Would  be  sure  to  make  him  glad. 

So,  I'll  cease  this  idle  yearning, 
And  I'll  also  cease  to  roam; 

And  be  off  to  old  Ohio, 

My  dear  old  buckeye  home. 


HOME  TIES 

A  man  may  go  a-roaming 

Over  mountain,  plain  and  sea; 

But  if  we  were  acquainted, 
He'll  sometimes  think  of  me. 

He'll  remember  scenes  of  childhood, 
He'll  remember  friends  of  old; 

He'll  recall  the  happy  moments 
And  the  things  that  he's  been  told. 

He'll  remember  churchbells  ringing, 
And  the  skies  so  blue  and  fair; 

He'll  recall  his  home  with  pleasure, 
And  he'll  wish  that  he  was  there. 

For  the  home  ties  never  loosen, 
They  have  taken  root  and  grown; 

And  they  draw  you  gently  backwards, 
To  the  place  that  you  call  home. 
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HOME 


It's  fine  to  go  a-roaming 

O'er  the  hills  and  far  away; 
To  trod  the  winding  thorofares 

That  lead  to  cities  gay. 

To  sail  the  deep  blue  rolling  sea, 

Or  scale  the  mountain  peak; 
To  stroll  upon  the  coral  sand 

Where  palm  trees  sway  and  creak. 

In  silent  awe  to  gaze  upon 

The  broad  and  towering  pines; 

Or,  to  behold  in  grand  review 
The  things  that  man  attains. 

But  though  you  roam  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  wander  the  earth  around; 

Your  heart  remains  in  your  humble  home. 
And  you  long  for  your  native  town. 
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REVERIES 


Reveries  are  like  the  roses  that  are  smiling  in  the  rain, 
And  are  the  golden  music  of  memories'  sweet  refrain. 


SCHOOL  DAYS 


Ding  dong!  Ding-dong! 

Hear  the  song  of  the  old  ding-dong 
Ding-dong!  ding-dong! 

We  hear  it  all  our  whole  life  long. 

For  when  the  bells  are  ringing, 
They  always  seem  to  say: 

"Come  you  back,  my  children, 
It's  time  to  cease  your  play!" 

And  many  a  grown  up  boy  and  girl 
Thrills  to  the  old  refrain; 

As  memory  turns  the  pages  back 
And  they  are  young  again. 

How  oft'  in  fancy  seeming, 
We  trudge  to  school  in  fall; 

Beside  the  friends  of  long  ago, 
Answering  that  mellow  call. 

For  tho'  we  live  for  aye  and  aye 
And  tread  in  pleasant  ways, 

We'll  not  forget  the  joys,  my  friends, 
Of  our  dear  old  schooling  days. 


PAPPY 

I  had  the  nicest  pappy 

Who'd  tell  me  what  to  do, 
Never  should  I  swear  or  fight, 

Nor  never  take  a  chew; 
Be  polite  to  everyone 

And  mind  what  mommy  said, 
Never  be  too  proud  to  work 

To  earn  my  daily  bread. 
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He  never  wore  no  fancy  clothes, 

And  had  no  gold  to  store, 
But  he  was  kind  to  mom  and  me, 

For  that  we  loved  him  more; 
He  is  sleeping  in  the  shadows, 

All  his  cares  and  griefs  are  gone, 
But  will  waken  in  the  morning 

In  that  far  off  distant  dawn. 


MOMMY 

I  got  der  liddle  mommy 

Mitt  hair  dot's  turned  to  gray, 
But  her  schmile  iss  just  as  jolly 

As  iss  der  month  of  May; 
She  used  to  spenk  der  trousers 

Ven  I  vas  a  naughty  boy, 
Undt  patched  der  liddle  breeches 

Mitta  piece  of  corduroy. 

Ven  by  der  school  I  vendt, 

She'd  always  say:  "Be  goot, 
Or  mammy  tells  der  pappy 

Undt  den  you  gets  der  boot!" 
I  always  mind  der  mommy, 

Or  else,  maybe  she  cries, 
Undt  how  I  luffs  der  mommy 

Ven  she  bakes  doze  pumpkin  pies. 


MY  TEACHER 

When  I  was  just  a  little  boy, 

About  the  age  of  six, 
'Twas  then  I  started  in  to  learn 

My  reading,  writing  and  arithmetics 
My  teacher  was  a  patient  soul, 

Her  name  was  Bertha  Kinder, 
She  taught  me  all  my  A-B-C's, 

And  read  of  Peter  Pinder. 
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And  if  I  sometimes  took  a  nap, 

She  never  said  a  thing, 
But  left  me  sleep  a  little  while, 

Until  the  bell  would  ring; 
So  here's  to  you,  my  teacher, 

So  thoughtful  and  so  true, 
You  never  thought  of  rich  reward, 

But  I  owe  so  much  to  you. 


THANKS  FOR  THE  BUGGY-RIDE 

When  I  think  about  the  pleasures 

In  them  days  of  long  ago, 
I  recall  the  summer  evenings 

And  the  skeeters,  buzzin'  low. 

I  recall  the  trottin'  horses, 

And  the  high-wheel  buggies,  too; 

And  the  girls  in  hats  and  chokers, 
In  their  pokie-dots  of  blue. 

The  fellers  wore  stiff-katies, 
And  their  neck  ties  all  tucked  in; 

And  they  sported  six  inch  collars 
That  would  bite  them  on  the  chin. 

They  would  don  white  linen  dusters 

To  put  on  a  lot  of  dog; 
And  the  folks  would  wave  and  holler 

As  around  the  town  they'd  jog. 

He'd  help  her  from  the  buggy 

After  the  horse  was  tied; 
And  she'd  whisper,  oh  so  softly, 

"Thanks  for  the  buggy-ride!" 

You  ask  your  Pop  or  Mommie 

If  this  picture  isn't  so; 
For  they  were  then  the  boys  and  girls 

In  the  long,  long,  long  ago. 
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MEMORIES  OF  "OVER  THERE 


Sometimes  when  I  am  dreaming, 
My  thoughts  drift  to  and  fro; 

O'er  the  distant  fields  of  Flanders 
Where  the  crimson  poppies  blow. 

Again  I  trudge  the  highways 

In  the  dusk  of  eventide; 
'Neath  a  sky  of  rose  and  purple, 

With  my  dream  pals  by  my  side. 

The  boys  are  softly  singing, 

As  they  trudge  the  trail  with  me : 

"Oh,  the  old  gray  mare,  she 
Ain't  what  she  used  to  be!" 

I  see  the  storm  clouds  gather, 

The  last  dim  shadows  go; 
And  the  faces,  oh,  the  faces, 

In  the  star-shell's  afterglow. 

And  my  soul  is  sorely  shaken 

And  I  long  for  sweet  relief; 
From  the  spectre  scenes  of  sorrow 

And  the  sounds  of  death  and  grief. 

For  these  dreams  recall  my  comrades 
Whose  hearts  in  death  are  stilled; 

And  the  trenches,  oh,  the  trenches, 
With  their  human  harvest  fill 'd. 

While  the  world,  unheeding,  thoughtless, 
Wonders  at  the  waywardness 

Of  the  boys  who  wore  the  khaki, 
And  their  discontented  restlessness. 
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SOUNDS  I  REMEMBER 


When  I  was  just  a  laddie 

I  could  hear  the  church  bells  ring; 
Could  hear  the  doggies'  "Bow-wow- wow 

And  the  little  birdies  sing. 

The  breezes  in  the  tree-tops, 
Or  the  wild  geese  overhead; 

And  hear  the  owl  go  "Who- who- who," 
When  I  was  tucked  in  bed. 

I  could  hear  the  merry  laughter 
Of  the  children  at  their  play; 

And  be  waked  up  by  a  rooster 
Who  would  cry  at  break  of  day. 

The  croak  of  little  froggies, 
Who  were  hid  in  shady  nooks; 

And  the  soft  and  gentle  splashing 
Of  the  pebbled-bottom  brooks. 

I  could  hear  the  lovely  music, 

Also  heard  my  mother  call; 
And  the  patter,  patter,  patter. 

Of  the  little  rain  drops  fall. 

Those  sounds  are  distant  echos* 
Though  still  rife  in  memory; 

And  steal  away  the  silence 

When  I'm  wrapped  in  memory. 


WON  OR  LOST? 

When  the  shades  of  night  have  fallen, 
And  my  cares  are  laid  away, 

I  pause  awhile  to  consider: 
Have  I  won  or  lost  the  day? 
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Have  I  wrought  some  deed  of  kindness? 

Have  I  cheered  some  lonely  heart? 
Then  indeed  the  day  was  useful, 

And  I  bid  it  fond  depart. 

But  if  the  day  was  thoughtless 
And  I  add  to  another's  care, 

Then  I  long  for  the  day's  returning, 
That  the  wrong  I  may  repair. 

For  life  is  simply  service, 

And  we're  known  for  what  we  do; 
So,  help  me,  Heavenly  Father, 

To  be  thoughtful,  kind,  and  true. 


SWEET  MARIE 

It  seems  to  me  but  yesterday 
That  I  was  a  lad,  and  you 

Were  just  a  little  girlie 
With  eyes  of  baby  blue. 

I  wore  a  suit  of  corduroy 
And  you  a  crimson  gown; 

Your  hair  resembled  ripened  wheat 
And  mine  was  curly  brown. 

We  dreamed  the  dreams  of  childhood, 
While  playing  on  the  green; 

And  often  planned  that  we  would  wed 
When  you  were  sweet  sixteen. 

And  other  dreams  of  childhood 

Never  have  come  true; 
And  though  my  hair  is  turning  gray 

I  often  think  of  you. 

For  though  your  soul's  departed 

You  live  still  in  memory; 
To  gladden  hearts  that  still  survive, 

My  sweetheart,  Sweet  Marie. 
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DREAMS  OF  TWILIGHT 


E'en  tho  I  rise  in  the  dawning 
To  battle  for  glory  and  fame; 

To  add  to  the  store  of  my  riches 
And  luster  to  an  honored  name. 

When  the  hush  comes  at  twilight 
And  shadows  linger  and  go, 

I  yearn  for  those  days  departed 
And  the  dreams  of  long  ago. 

When  I  dreamed  of  tomorrows, 

Of  joys  that  were  to  be; 
Altho  they  were  only  air-castles, 

How  dear  they  were  to  me! 

There  were  deeds  of  knightly  valor, 
And  maidens  wondrous  fair; 

Sunny  vales  and  hillsides, 
And  pure  sweet-scented  air. 

Vast  and  mighty  conquests, 
Achievements  grand  and  bold; 

Stately  ships  and  fairy  castles, 
And  heaps  of  gleaming  gold. 

And  tho'  I  rise  in  the  morning 
To  face  the  world  once  more; 

I  long  for  the  joys  of  childhood, 
And  the  dreams  I  dreamed  of  yore. 
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TRAMPOSITIS 


An  ailment  that  afflicts  some  people  and  gives  the  world 
a  pain  in  the  neck. 

The  humming  bird's  a  lovely  thing, 
The  bumming  bird's  a  lowly  sting. 


FLIES  AND  GUYS 


Including  mootchin'  guys. 
The  sun  and  moon  are  going  'round, 

And  so  are  all  the  flies; 
And  there  are  lots  of  other  things 

The  flies  won't  work  at  anything, 
And  neither  will  the  bums; 

They  sit  around  or  buzz  around 
Watching  for  the  crumbs. 

The  flies  will  eat  most  anything 

And  always  on  the  take; 
The  bums  will  eat  at  any  time 

And  always  on  the  make. 

And  if  I  had  to  pick  and  choose, 

I'd  always  take  the  flies; 
A  good  screen  door  will  keep  them  out 

But  not  them  mootchin'  guys. 


TRAMP,  TRAMP,  TRAMP 

In  this  little  spot  I  sit, 

Thinkin',  mootchin'  guy,  of  you, 
And  the  happy  day  that's  comin',  by  and  by; 

And  when  all  the  bums  and  tramps, 
Will  be  welcome  'round  the  world, 
There  will  be  a  better  break  for  you  and  I. 

CHO.: 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  bums  are  mootchin', 

Come  on,  bummer,  do  your  stuff! 
And  beneath  a  lot  of  crust 
We  will  give  the  world  a  pain, 
And  go  mootchin',  mootchin'  mootchin'  once  again. 
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THE  MOOTCHIN'  GUY 


In  every  place  about  the  world, 

You'll  find  the  mootchin'  guy; 
They'll  bum  a  man  for  anything 

And  mootch  until  they  die. 

And  even  when  the  mootcher  dies, 

The  bums  come  to  his  wake; 
And  there  they  mootch  and  mootch  and  mootch, 

And  mootch  for  old  time's  sake. 

They  gather  'round  the  poor  dead-beat, 

That's  past  beyond  repair; 
And  then  they  run  a  sprint  to  see 

Which  one  can  mootch  the  biggest  share. 

The  one  that  grabs  the  biggest  split 

Is  thought  the  best  of  all; 
They  crown  him  with  the  mootcher 's  crown 

All  painted  up  with  gall. 

THE  GIMME  GUY 

He  isn't  what  you'd  call  a  tramp, 
But  just  a  mootchin'  bum; 

No  matter  what  you  chance  to  have, 
He's  always  mootchin'  some. 

He  mootches  everything  he  gets, 

He's  mootchin'  all  the  time; 
He  mootches  every  doggoned  thing, 

His  mootchin 's  sure  a  crime. 

"Gimme  that  and  gimme  those, 
Gimme  a  shirt,  gimme  some  hose; 

Gimme  a  match,  gimme  a  light, 
Gimme  a  smoke,  gimme  a  bite. 

Gimme  a  break,  gimme  some  time, 
Gimme  a  lift,  gimme  a  dime!" 

There's  lots  of  folks  I'd  like  to  meet, 

Before  I  come  to  die; 
Except  that  there  mootchin'  bum, 

That  doggoned  gimme  guy. 
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SOME  LAST  WISHES 


WHEN  I  TAKE  THE  COUNT 


When  I  take  the  long  count,  buddy, 

And  I  hit  the  good  old  hay, 
Don't  ask  the  boss  to  leave  you  off 

And  lose  a  half  a  day! 
Just  drop  around  the  night  before, 

When  the  lights  are  burning  low, 
And  shake  hands  with  the  neighbors 

Who  are  busted  up  with  woe. 

Don't  spend  a  lot  of  money 

In  buying  me  some  blooms, 
Just  laugh  and  kid  around  the  joint, 

Help  chase  away  the  glooms; 
Spend  your  jack  on  extra  chow 

And  have  some  fun  awhile, 
To  know  that  you  were  happy! 

That  would  make  me  smile. 

Don't  get  a  heavy  tombstone 

And  place  it  on  my  chest, 
I'll  be  pushing  up  the  daisies 

And  a-needin'  lots  of  rest! 
A  little  cross  of  wood  will  do 

And  never  mind  the  paint, 
Paint  will  often  fade  you  know, 

And  look  like  what  it  ain't. 

And  after  you  have  placed  the  cross, 

Pack  the  ground  real  hard, 
That  will  hold  it  steady; 

Then  tack  on  this  little  card: 
"He  never  did  amount  to  much 

But  didn't  moan  or  sigh; 
And  so  we  place  this  little  cross 

Upon  a  reg'lar  guy." 
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FORGET  ME  NOT 


I'm  just  a  regular  fellow 

Like  you  and  other  guys, 
I'm  fond  of  eating  groceries 

And  of  wearing  fancy  ties; 
I  never  had  much  schoolin' 

But  wish  I  had  some  more, 
For  if  I  had  the  info, 

I'd  know  more  than  I  did  before. 

I've  known  a  lot  of  people, 

Some  were  friends  and  some  were  not, 
The  friends  I  have  remembered, 

The  others  I've  forgot; 
My  dreams  have  oft'  been  blighted, 

I've  hoped  and  hoped  in  vain, 
I've  had  my  share  of  trouble, 

And  not  unknown  to  pain. 

I  haven't  got  a  fortune, 

I  haven't  got  no  guile, 
I  haven't  got  the  measles, 

But,  by  gosh,  I  got  a  smile! 
So  when  I  hit  the  one-way  trail 

And  you  put  me  in  my  spot, 
I  ask  you,  please,  old  timer, 

Forget  me  not,  forget  me  not! 


A  LAST  REQUEST 

Lay  me  out  upon  the  hillside, 
When  I  heed  the  angel's  call; 

Among  my  friends  and  kindred, 
And  the  pine  trees,  dark  and  tall. 

Where  above  the  hill  is  dawning, 
The  sky  is  blushing  rose; 

And  the  morning  sunbeams  falling, 
Touch  the  place  where  I  repose. 
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Where  the  hill  is  sloping  upward 
To  the  noon-tide's  pale  blue  sky; 

Where  the  breezes  sway  the  tree  tops 
And  the  birdies,  sweetly  singing,  fly. 

Out  there  upon  the  hillside, 
When  the  sun  has  sank  to  rest, 

I  would  share  my  last  long  slumber 

With  those  who  knew  and  loved  me  best. 

And  when  the  shadows  deepen 

In  the  twilight's  fading  light, 
I  will  bid  the  world  of  mankind 

One  last  and  long  goodnight,  goodnight. 
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